THE 
MISERIES 


INE 0 R ST 
MARRIAGE. 


Playd by his Majeſties Servants, 
Nut los (ip) u. 


By GEORGE WILKINS. 


| LONDON, 
Printed by 7, N. for Richard Thrale, and are to be ſold at his 
Shop @ 4 gap 22 | 
M DC. TATA. 


ö 
1 
S | 

; 


10 
— — ** | 
SR 2 om. Os þ 


s * : | 
dH 07 1x97 e n 2 


of 11 


— : 47 


Deer * 
- = * —- 
g * 

= 
— 


r N * 
” by — - «all - 
K * 


CY} Cz 
5 > 2 * 


—— # f a. » 


» ” ©. 27 = 


a 0 +19 4. _ CL! V 10" 


\\) 24% 3 © 


— 2 - — * - * 


OA O.! 


«\ { — 1 
4 l * N þ w*% 44 Hi 


\ * 0 - & ; 


* 


g eeedeelꝰeſteloe ee ιναμνꝰ 
THE MI SERIES OF 


IN FORST MARRIAGE. 
Acres I, 


Enter Sir Francis Ilford, Wentloe, and Bartley« 


Bart. TD Vt Franke, Franke, now we are come to the honſe, 
B What ſhall we maketo be our buſineſſe? | 

Ilford Tut, let us be impudent enough, and good enough, 

Went, We have no acquaintance here but young Scarborow. 

11f. How, no acquaintance? Angels guard me from thy eompany. 
Itell thee, Wentloe , thou art not worthy to weare guilt Spurres, 
cleane Linnen, nor good Clothes. 

Went. Why, for Gods ſake? ] 

Hf. By this hand, thou art not a man fit to table at an ordinary, 
keepe Knights company to bawdy houſes, nor beggar thy Tailor. 

Went, Why then I am free from cheaters, Jon the por, 
and eſcape curſes. 

Hf. W hy,dofithou thinke there is any Chriſtians in theworld ? 

Went.l,and Jewes too; Brokers,Puritans, Serjeants- 

IH. Or doeſt thou meaneto beg after Chatitie, that goes in 
cold ſute already that thou talkeſt thou haſt no i here, 
I tell thee, Wr , thou canſt not live on this fide ofthe world, 
feed well,drinke Tobacco, and be honoured into the preſenee, but 
thou muſt be acquainted with all ſorts of men; I, and fo farre in 
too, till they deſire to be moreacquainted with thee. 

Bart. True, and then you ſhall besecounted a Gallant of good 
credite. Enter Clowne. © 

If. But tay, here is a Serape-trencher arrived : How now Blew- 
bottle, are you of the houſes 

Clow. I have heard of many Blacke- Isekes Sir ; but never of a 
Blew-bottle. 

Hf. Well Sir, are you ofthe houſe ? 
Elow. No Sir, I am twenty yards without, and the houſe Rands 
without mee. 

Bart. Prethee tele, who owes this building: 

Clem. He that dwels init, Sir. 

Tf. Who dwels in it then ? 

Claw. He that owes it. 


A 3 Hf. What's 


The Miſerierof inforft Marriage. 
Tt. What's his name? | 
(ew. 1 wasnone ofhis Godfather: 
Hf. Does Maſter Scarborowlic here? 
Clow. Ile give you a Rime for that Sir: 
Sicke men may lie, and dead men in their graves; 
Few elſe doe he abed at noone, but drankard:s, punks, and knavers. 
If. What am 1] the better for thy anſwer ? 
Clem. What am I the better for thy queſtion? 
Hf. Why nothing · 
Clow, Why then of nothing comes nothing» 
Enter Scarborow. 
Went. Sblcod, this is a Philoſophicall Foole. 
Clow. Then I that ama Foole by Art, am better than you, that 
date Fooles by Nature. Exit. 
Scar. Gentlemen, welcome to Yorkeſhire., 
Hf. And wellincountred my little villaine of fifteene- hundred 
a. yeare. Sfoot, what makeſt thou here in this barren ſoyle of the 
North, when thy hone friends miſſe thee at London? 
Spar. Faith Gallants, tis the Country where my Father lived, 
where firſt I ſa the light, and where I am loved. 
IA. Lov'd, I as Courtiers love Vſurers and that is juſt as long 
as they lend them money. Now dare | lay. 
went. None of your Land(good Knight)for that is layd to mort 
gage already. | |; 
11f, 1 dare lay with any man that will take me up. 
Went. Who lift to have a lubberly load Sings this 
Tf. Sitrah Wag, this Rogue was ſon and heize to Antony Now. 
nom, and blind Moone : And he muſt needs be a ſcurvy Muſician, 
that hath two fidlersto his fathers. But tel me infaith art thou not; 
nay I know thou artcald downe into the Countrey here, by ſome 
hoary Knight or other, who knowing thee a yong Gentleman of 
£ parts, and a great Living, bath defired thee to ſee ſome yo 
ull piece of his workmanſhip, a Daughter I meane ; I& not ſo: 
Scar. Aboymuch preferment l came downe. 
if. Preferfafnt ? a good word: And when doe you commence 
into the Mriolds order, the preferment you ſpeake of? When 
ſhall Gloves, when, when? 
Faith Gallants, I have bin gneſt here bur ſinee laſt night. 
hy, and that is time enough to make np a dozen Marria- 
Bes, 
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The Miſtries of in ſerſi Marriage: 
pes, as Marriages are made up now adayes : For looke you fir; the 
Father ( — to the faſhion) being ſure you have a good Li- 
ving,and without encumbrance,comesto you thus : — takes you 
by the hand thus: wipes his long Beard thus: or,turnes up 
his Muſtacho thus: V Valkes ſome turneor two thus: to 
ſhew his comely gravitic thus : — And having waſht his foule 
mouth thus : at laſt breaks out thus 

Went. Ogood : let us heare more of this. 

IV Maſter Scarborow , you are a young Gentleman, I knew 
your Father well; he was my worſhipfull good Neighoour, for 
our Demeanes lay neere together · Then Sir, — you and 1 mult be 
of more neere acquaintance. — At which you muſt make an 
eruptionthus: O God (ſweet Sit.) 

Bart, Sfoot,the Knight would have made an excellent Z any in 
an Italian Comedie. } 

Ii. Then he goes forward, thus: Sir, my ſelfe am Lord of ſome 
Thouſand a yeare, a V Viddower, (Maſter Scarborow)l have a cou- 
ple of young Gentlewomento my Daughters: a thouſand a yeare 
will do well,divided among them. Ha,wilt not Maſter Scarborow? 
At which you out of your education muſt reply thns : — The 
Portion will deſerve them worthy Husbands: On which tinder 
hee ſoone takes fire, and (weares yon are the Man his hopes have 
ſhot at, and one of them ſhall be yours- 

Went. If 1 did not like her, ſhould he ſweare himſelſe to the 
Devill, I would make him forſworne- 

if. Then putting you, and the young Pugges into à cloſe 
roome together, 

ert. Sfoot, if hee ſhould lie with her there , is not the father 
partly the Bawd ? 

Hf. V Vherethe young Puppet, having her leſſon before from the 
old foxe, gives thee ſome halte a dozen warme kiſſes, which after 
her fathers oaths, takes ſuchimpreſſion in thee, thon ſtraight calſt 
By leſu Miſtris, I love you: — V Vhea ſhehas the wit ſtraight to 
as ke, but Sir, will you marry m2? and thou in thy Cock-ſparrow 
humor replieſt, I (before God as lama Gentleman will I : which 
the father over-hearing, leaps in, takes you at your word, ſweares 
he is glad to ſee this; nay, he will have you contracted ſtraight, and 
for a need makes the Prieſt of himſelfe. B+ + 

Thus in one boure, from a quiet life, © 
A3. 
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The Miſeries of inforſt Marriage. 
Th art ſworne in debt, and troubled with a wifes 

Bart. But can they love oneanother ſo ſoone ? 

Hf. Oh, it is no matter now adayes for love; tis well, and they 
canbur make ſhift to lie rogerher- 

Went. But will your father doe this too, if he know the gallant 
breathes himlſelfe at ſome two or three Bawdy houſes in a mor- 
ning ? 

Hoh the ſooner; for that and the land together the old lad 
he will know the better how to deale with his daughter. 

The wiſe and ancient Fathers know this rule, 
Should both weld Maids ,the Child would be a Foole, 

Come Wag, if thou haſt gone no further than into the Ordinarie 
faſhion,meer, ſee, and kiſſe, give over: Marry not a Wife to have 
a hundred plagues for one pleaſure : lets to London, there's varie- 
tie, and change of Paſture makes fat Calves. 

Scar, But change of women, bald Knaves, Sir Knight. 

Tf. Wag, and thou beeſt a Lover but three dayes,thou wilt be 
heartleſſe, ſleepleſſe, witleſſe,mad, wretched, miſerable ;and indeed 
2 ſtatke foole: And by that thou haſt bin married but three weeks, 
tho thou ſhouldſt wed a Cynthia rara avi, thou would be a man 
monſtrous : A Cuckold, a Cuckold. 

Bart. And why is a Cuckold monftrous, Knight? 

Hf. Why, becauſe a manis made a Beaſt by being married. 
Take but example thy ſelfe from the Moone, as ſoone as ſhe isde- 
livered of her great belly, doth ſhe not point at the world with a 
Faire of hornes,as who ſhould ſay, Married men ye are Cuckolds? 

Scar. } conſter more divinely of their ſexe. 

» Being Mayd:s me thinkes they are Angeli: and = Wives, 

They are Soveraignes, Cordiali that preſerve our lives. 

They are like our hands that feed , this is cleave : 

T hey renew man, as Spring renewes the yeare. 

Tif. There's nere a wanton wench that heares thee, but thinks 
theea coxcombe for ſaying ſo; Marry none of them : ifthou wilt 
have their ine CharaQers, Ile give it thee. — Women ate the 
Purgatortie of mens Purſes, the Paradice of their bodies, and the 
Hell of their minds ; marry none of them- Women, are in Chur- 
ches Saints, abroad Angels; but at home, Devils. 

Here are married men enough know this : marry none of them · 

Scar. Men that traduce by cuſtome, ſhew ſharpe wit 8 

nely 


The Miſaries of inforſt Marriage, 
Onely in ſpeaking ill, and praQilſe it : 
Agsiaf the beſt of Creatures, divine W omen, 
WhoareGods Agents here, and the heavenly Eye, 

- By which this Orbe hath ber matuntie : 
Beautie in women, get the World with child ; 
Without whom, ſhe were barren, faint, and wilde. 
Theſe are the Stemmes on which doe Angels grow, 
From whenee Veri se is ſtild, and Arts doe flow. 
Enter Sir John Harcop , and bu daughter Clare. 

Let them be what Flowers they will, and they were Roſes, I will 
pluckenone of them, for pricking my fingers. But ſoft, here comes a 
Voyder for us: & I ſee,do what | ean, as long as the world laſtes, there 
will be Cuckoldsin it-Doe you heare child, here's one come to blend 

ou together : he hath brought you a Kneading · tub, if thou doſt take 
— at his hands. | 
Thothou haſt Argus eyes, be ſure of this, 
Women have ſworne, with more than one to kiſſe. _ 
Har. Nay, no parting Gentlemen : He. 
ent, Sfoot, dus he make Puncks of us, that he Hems already ? 
Har. Gallants, » 
Know old /obn Harcep keepesa W ine · ſeller, 
Has traveld, beene at Court, knowne faſhions, 
And unto all beares habite like your felves: 
The ſhapes of Gentlemen, and men of ſort : 
I have a health to give them ere they part» 
Went. Health Knight, not as Drunkards give their Healthes, I hope; 
to goe together by — when they have done ? 
Har. My Healthes are, Welcome Welcome Gentlemen. 
If. Are wewelcome (Koight) infarh >: + 4 ..:; 
Har. Welcome infaith, Sir. | 
If. Prethee tell me; haſt not beene a W horemaſter ? 
Har. in youth I fwild my fill at Fear cup, 
In ſtead of full draughts, now I am faine to ſu 
If. v 'Vhy then thou art a man fit for my company 
Doeſt thou heare he is a good fellowof our ſtampe? 
Make much of his Father · Exc. 
Manet Scarborow & Clare. 

Scar. The Father aud the Gallants have le herewith a Gentle - 

woman, and if I know what to ſay to her, „ grane 


The Miſerint of infer fb Marriage. 
her life hath borrowed ſo much impudence of her ſexe, but to ſpeake 
to me firſt : for by this hand, l have not ſo much ficele of immodefty 
in my face, to parle to a wench without bluſhing. He walke by her, 
in hope ſhe ean open her teeth . Not a word? s it not ſtrunge, 
a man ſhould be in a womanscompanie all this while, and not heare 
her tongue? lle goe further. God of his goodnefſe : not a 
Syllable? I thinke if I ſhould take vp her cloathes too, ſhe would ſay 
nothing to me. V Vith what words tro, does a man begin to wooe? 
Gentlewoman, pray you what iſt a clocke ? 

Clare. Troth Sir, carrying no watch about me but mine eyes, I 
anſwere you : I cannot tell. 

Scar. And if you cannot tell (Beautie) 1 rake the addage of my te- 
ply : You arenaught co keepe ſheepe. 

Clar. Yet I am big enough to keepe my ſelſe. 

Se. Prethee tell me, Are you not a woman? 

CI. I kno that neither, till F am better acquainted with a man · 

Scar. And how would you be acquainted with a man? 

Clay. To diſtinguiſh betweene himfelſe and my ſelſe. 

Scar. Wr | ama man. 

Clar, That's than I know, Sir. 

Scar, To approove I am no leſle ; thus I kiſſe thee, | 

Clar. And by that proofe, I am a mantoo; for I have kiſt you. 

Scare Prethcetell mee, can you ſove ? 

Clar. O Lord Sir, three or foure things, I love my Meate, choiſe of 
Suters, Cloathes in the faſhion -and like a-right woman, I love to 
bave my will. | 

Scar, V Vhat thinks you of me for a Husband ? 

Clar. Let me now hat you thinke of me for a wife: 

Scar, iTroth I think&ybu ate a proper Gentle woman · 

Clay. Doe you butthinke ſo? F 


Scar. Nay I fee 8 Gentle woman. | 
Clar. It is great pitie then, Iſhonld be alone without a proper man · 
Scar. Your Father ſuyes, that I ſhall marry you · 
Clar. And ] ſay, God forbid Sit / Alas I am a great deale too young · 
Scar. I love thee by my troth. a 
Clar. O prày you do not ſo;for then you ſtray from the ſteps of Gen- 
tility:the faſhion amy m is, to marry firſt, & love after by leaſure- 
Scar. That I dos love pee, here by heaven I ſweare, 
And call it as a is kiſſe. 
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T The Miſeries of inforſs Marriage» 

Clay. You will not inſorce me, I hope Sir ? 

Scar. Make me = womans — eg - thou act my Clare: 
Aecept my heart, and prove as chaſt, as faire. 

Cher. 0God you are too hot in your gifts: ſhould I accept them 
now, we ſhould have you pleade noxage, ſome halfe a yeare hence - 
ſue forreverſment, and ſay, the deed was done under age. 

Scar. Prethee doe not jeſt. 

Cla. No (God is my record) I ſpeake in eatneſt, & deſire to know 
Whether ye meane to marry me yea or no? 

Star, This hand thus takes thee as my loving wiſe. 

Clay. Fot better, for worſe ? 

Scar. I, till death us depart, love- 

Clar. Why then I thanke you Sir: and now 1 am like to have 
that I long lookt for, A Husband. 

How ſoone from our one tongues is the word (ed, 
Captives out May toa Head. 

Scar, (are, you are now mine, and I muſt let you know 

What every wife doth to her husband owe: 

To bea wife, is to be Dedieate. 

Not to a youthfull eourſe, wilde, and unſteady ; 

But to the ſoule of Vertue, Obedience, 

Studying to pleaſe, and never to offend. 

Wives have two eyes created, not like Birds, 

To roame about at pleaſure, but for two Sentinels, 
To watch their Husbands ſa fetie as their owne. 

Two hands; the one's to feede him, the other her ſelfe : 
Two feet zand one ofthem is their husbands - 

They have twook every thing; onely of one, 

Their Chaſtitis, chat ſhould be his alone - 

Their very thoughts they cannot tearme their one · 
Mayds being once made wives, ein nothing call 
Rightly their owne ; they ate their husbands all · 

If ſuch a Wife youcan re to be, 

Clare, I am yours; and you are fit ſor me · 

Clary. We being thus ſubdued, pray you know then, 
As women owe a dutie, ſo doe men. 

Men muſt be like the Branch; and Barke to trees, 
Which doth defend them from tempeſtuous rage, 
Clothe them in winter, tender them in age : 
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The Miſeries of inforſt Marriages 
Or as Ewes love unto their Eanlings lives; 
Such ſhould be husbands cuſtome to their wives. 
If it appeare to them they have ſtrayed amille, 
They onely muſt rebuke them with a kiſle ; 
Or Clockethem as Hennes Chickens with kind call, 
Cove: them under their wing, and pardon all: 
No jarres muſt make two Beds, no ſtriſe divide them, 
Thoſe betwixt whoma faith and troth is given 
Death onely parts, ſince they are knit by Heaven: 
If ſuch a Husband you intend tobe, 
I am your Clare, and you are fit for me. 
Scar, By Heaven. ' 
Cla. Adviſe before you ſweare, let me remember yon, 
Men never give their Faith, and promiſe marriage, 
But Heaven records their Oath-if they ptodve true, 
Heaven ſmiles for joy; if not, it weepes fot you: 
Valeſſe your heart then with your words agree, 
Yet let us part, and let us both be free- 
Scar. If ever man in ſwearing love, ſwore true, 
My words ate like to his. Here comes your father, 
Enter Sir John Harcop, Wentloe, Bartley, and Butlers 
Har. Now Maſter Scarborow. | 
Scar. Prepar'd to aske, how you like that we have done, 
Your Daughter's made my Wife, and I your Sonne. 
Har. And both agreed fo ? 
Both. We are, Sir, © 
Har. Then long may you live together, have ſtore of Sonnes. | 
TIF. Tis no matter whois the Father. | 
Har. But Sonne, here is a manof yours is come from London. 
But. And brought you letters, Sir. | 
Scar. V Vhat newes from London, Sutler ? | 
But. The old newes, Sir, the Ordinaries are full of Cheaters, Some 
Citizens are Bankerouts, and many Gentlemen Beggars · 
Scar. Clare, here is an unwelcome Purſivant, 
My Lord and Guardianwrites to me, with ſpeed 
I muſt tetume to London. | 
Har, And you being VVard to him(ſonne Scarborow) 
And know him great, it fits that you obey him. | 
Scar, It does, it does; fox by an ancient Law, 
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The Miſeriet of inforſt Marriage. 
V Ve are borne free Heires, but kept like Sla ves in awe» 
VVho are for London, Gallants ? 

Ilf. Switch and Spurre, we will beare you company. / 
Scar. Clare, I mult leavetbee, with what unwillingneſſe, l 
| VVitneſſe this dwelling kiſſe upon thy lip, 

And though 1 muſt be abſent from thine eye, 
Be ſure my heart doth in thy boſome lie. 
Three yeares Iam yet a V Vard, which time Ile paſſe, 
Making thy faith my conſtant Looking-glaſle, 
1 ill when. ; 
Clar. Till when you pleaſe, where ere you live or die, | 
Your love's here worne, your preſencein mine eie. Exeunt. 
Enter Lord Faulconbridge, and Sir William Scarberow. 
Hunſd. Sir William, 
How old fay you, is your kinſman Scarborow ? 
willi. Eighteene my Lord, next Pentecoſt. 
Lord. Bethinke you good Sir William, 
I reckon thereabout my ſelſeʒ ſo by that accomprt, 
There's full three VVinters yet he muſt attend, 
Vader our awe, before he ſue his Liverie: 
Iſt not ſo ? 
Milli. Not a day leſſe, my Lord. 
Lor. Sir William, you are his uncle , and I muſt ſpeake 
That am his Guardian: Would Ihad a ſonne 
Might merit commendations equall with hin 
Ile tell you what he is; he is a youth, 
| A Noble Branch, increaſing bleſſed fruit, 
| Where Caterpiller Vice dare not to touch: 
He is himielfe with ſo much gravitie, 
Praiſe cannot praiſe him with Hyperbol: : 
He is one, whom older looke upon, as on a booke, 
| W herein are printed noble Sentences 
| For them to rule their lives by. Indeed he is one 
| All emulate his vertues, hate him none. IE 
11. His friends are proud to heare this good of him, 
Lord. And yet Sir William, being as he is, 
Young and unſetled, tho of vertuous thoughts, 
| By Genuine diſpoſition, yet our eyes 
| See daily Preſidents, hopefull S 
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The Miſerierof inforft Marriage, 
Being truſted inthe world withtheir owne will, 
Divert the good is lookt from them, to ill; 

Make their old names forgot. or not worth note 
Such company they keepe, ſuch Revelling 
With Pandars, Paraſites, prodigies of Knaves, 
That they ſell all, even their old fathers graves : 
Which to preveat, weele match him to a wife; 
Mar: iage reltraines the ſcope of ſingle life. 4 
Will. My Lord ſpeaks like a father for my Kinſman 
Ler. And | have found him one of Noble parentage, 
A necce of mine; nay, | have broke with her. 

Rnow thus much of her mind, w hat for my pleaſure, 

As alſo forthe good appeares in him, 

She is pleaſd of all that's hers, to make him King» 

will. Our name isbleftin ſuch an honoured matria ge 
Enter Docter Baxter. 
Lord. Alſo I have appointed Doctor Baxter, 
Chancellor of Oxford, to attend me here 
And (ee, he is come- Good Maſter Doctoc- 
Baxt. My honourable Lord. 
illi. Thave poſſeſt you with this buſineſſe, maſter Doctor. 
Baxt. To ſee the contract twixt your honoured Neece, 
and maſter Scarborow. 
Lord. Tis ſo, and I did looke for him by this. 
Bax. I ſaw him leave his horſe; as I came up. 0 
Lord. So, ſo, ; 

Then he will be here forthwith : you maſter Baxter, 

Goe Vſher hither ſtraight young & atherive ; 

Sir Willi am here, and I, will keepe this roome till you returne. 
Scar. My henoured Lord. Enter Scarborow. 
Scar. Kind Vacle- 

Wills. Thankes my good Cour. 
Lord You have beene welcome in your Countrey, Tork ſhire. 
Scar. The time that I ſpent there my Lord, was merrie- 

Lord. Twas well, twas very well; and in yout abſence, 

Your Vnck le here, and I; have beene bethinking 

What gift bet wixt us we might beſtow on you, 

That to your houſe large dignitie might bring, 
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The Miſeries of inforſt Marriage: 
With faire increaſe, as from a Cryſtall ſpring. 
Enter Doctor, and Katharme. 

Scar. My name is bound to your beneficence, 
Your hands have beene to me like Bounties purſe, 
Never ſhut up; your ſelfe my Foſter - Nurſe: 
Nothing can from your honeur come, prove me ſo rude 
But Ile accept to ſhun Ingratitude. 

Loy. Weaccept thy promiſe, now returne thee this, 

A vertuous wife, accept her with a kiſſe. 

Scar. My honourable Lord. f 

Lor. Feare not to take her man, ſhe will ſeare neither, 
Doe what thou eanſt, being both abed together. 

Scar. O but my Lord. | 

Loyd But me? Dog of wax; come kifle and agree, 
Your friends have thought of it, and it muſt be. 

Scar. I have no hands to take her to my wite. 

Lor. How Sawce-box ? 

Scar, O pardon me my Lord, the unripenes of my yeares, 

Too greene for governement, is old in feares 
To nndertake that charge. | f 

Tor. Sir , fir, Iand fir knave, then here is a mellowed experience 
knowes how to teach you. 

Scar. O God. 

Lord. O late. 

Have both out cares, your Vnckle, and my ſelſe, 
Sought, ſtudied, found out, and for your good, 
A m1ide, a Neece of mine, both faire and chaſt, 
And muſt we ſtand at your'diſcretion ? 

Scar. O good my Lord, 

Had I two ſoules, then might I have two wives: 
Had I two Faiths, then had I one for her: 
Having of both but one, that one is given 

To Sir John Harcops daughter. 

Lord. Ha, ha, what's that; let me heare that againe ? 

Sear. To Sir lobn Harcop:,Clare, | have made an Oath. 
Part mein twaine, ſhe hath one halfe of both: 

Le... hand . which — = halfe hers: 
uch power hath Fai twixt young, 
Death onely cuts that knot, tide * ongue. 
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Lord, And have yon knit that knor, Sit? 
Scar. I have done ſo much; that if I wed not her 
My Marriage makes mean Adulterer-: | 
In which blacke ſheetes I wallow all mylife, 
My Babes being Baſtards and a W hore my Wife. 
Lord. Ha, iſt even ſo? My Secretatie there, Enter Secretary. 
Write me a Letter ſtraight to Sir Jobs Harcop, 
Ile ſee (Sir Jace) and if that Harcop dare, 
Being my Ward, eontract you to his Daughter. Exit Secret. 
My Steward too, poſt youto Yorkeſhire, Enter Steward. 
Where lyes my youngſters Land: and ſitrah, 
Fell me his Wood, make havocke, ſpoile and waſte. Exit Srewards 
Sir, you ſhall know that you are Ward to me, 
Ile make you poore enough; then mende your ſelfe . 
Will. O Coꝛen. 
Scar. O Vnckle. 
Lord. Contract your ſelſe, and where you liſt? 
Ile make you know me Sir, tobe your Guard- 
Scar. World, now thou ſeeſt what tis to be a ward, 
Lord. And where I meant my ſelfe to have disburſt 
Foure thouſand pound, upon this Marriage, 
Surrendred up your Land to your owne ule, 
And compaſt other Portions to your hands, 
Sit, Ile now yoke you ſtill. 
Scar, A yoke indeed. * 
Hunſ. And ſpight of they dare contradict my will, 
Ilemakeghee marry to my Chamber-maide. Come Couz. Exit. 
Bax. Faith S r, it fits you to be more adviſ'd. 
Scar. Doe not yon flatter for preferment, Sir. 
11. O, but good Core. 
Scar. O, but good Vnckle, could I command my Love, 
Ot cancel! oathes out of heavens brazen booke, 
Ingroſt by Gods owne finger, then you might ſpeake · 
Had men that law to love, as moſt have tongues 
To love a thonſand women with, then you might ſpeake- 
Were Love like Duſt, lawfall for every Wind, 
To beate from place to place: were Oathes but puffes, 
Men might fortweare themſelves; but I doe know, 
Tho ſinne being paſt with us, the acts forgot, 
a The poore 
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The poore Soule grones, and ſhe forgets it not · 

ill. Vet heate your owne caſe ? 

Scar. O, tis too miſerable : , 
That I (a Gentleman) ſhould be thus torne 
From mine owne right, and forſt to be forſworne. 

Will. Vet being as it is, it muſt be your care, 

To ſalve it with advice, not with diſpaire, 
You are his Ward, be ing ſo, the Law intends, 
He is to have your dutie, and in his rule 
Is both your Marriage, and your Heritage: 
If you rebell againſt theſe Injundtions, 
The penaltie takes hold on you ; which for himſelſe, 
He ſtraight thus proſecutes , he waſtes yeur Land, 
Weds you where he thiokes fit: byt if your ſelſe, 
Have of ſome violent humour matcht your ſelfe 
Without his knowledge, then hath he power 
To merce your Parſe , and in a ſumme ſo great, 
That ſhall for ever keepe you fortunes weake; 
W here otherwiſe, if you berul'd by him, 
Your houſe is raiſ d by matching to his kinne- 

Enter Paulconbridges 

Lord. Now death of me, ſhall I be croſt by ſucha Jack : he wed 
himſelfe, and where he li : Sirrah Malapert , Ile hamper you; 
You that will have your will, come get you in 
Ile mike thee ſhape thy thoughts to marry her, 

Or wiſh thy birth had beene thy murtherer. 
Scar, Fate pitie mee, becauſe Iaminforſt ; 
For I have heard, thoſe matches have coſt blood, 
Where love is once begunne, and then wichſtood. Exeunt, 
gers: 11 
Enter Ilford, and a Page with him. 

TIF. Boy, haſt thou delivered my Letter? 

Boy. 1 Sir, I ſaw himopen the lips ont» 

11f. Ne had not anew ſute on, had he? 

Boy. I am not ſo well acquainted with his Wardrobe Sir; but I 
ſaw a leane fellow, with ſunke eyes & ſhamble legges, ſigh pitiſully at 
his chamber-doore,& intreat his man to put his Maſter in mind of him · 
Il. O, that was his Taylor;! ſee now he wilbe bleſt, he profits by my cou- 
ſell he will pay no debts before he be atteſted, nor the neither, if he can 
findere a beaſt that dare but be bay le for him · Bus he will ſeale iᷣth at- 
ternoone? Bey. 
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Boy, Yes Sir, he will imprint for you as deepe as he can» 

Tf.Good,good;now have IA Parſons Noſe,and ſmell tythe com- 
ming in then-Now let menumber how many Rooks I have halſe un- 
done already this Tearme by the firſt Rerurne - foure by Dice, ſix by 
being bound with me, and ten by Queanes ; of which ſome be Conr- 
tiers ſome Country-Gentlemen,and ſome Citizens ſonnes. Thou art a 
good Fraxke if thou pergeſt thus thou art ſtill a Companion for Gal- 
lants, mayſt keepe a Catamite,take Phyſicke at the Spring, & the fall 

Enter Wentloe. 

Went, Franke, Newes that will make thee fat, Franke. 

Hf. Prethee rather give me ſomewhat will keepe me leane ; I have 
no minde yet to take Phyſicke. 

nt. Maiſter Scarborow is married, man. 1 

Hf. Then Heaven grant he may (as few married men doe) make 
much of his Wife- 

Went, Why. wouldſt have him love her; let her command all, and 
ma ke her his Maſter ? 

if. No no; they that doe ſo, make not much of their V Vives, 
But give them their will, and that's marring oſ' em. 

Enter Bartley. 

Bart. Honeſt Franke, valourous Franke, a portion of thy wit, but 
to helpe us in this enterpriſe, and we may walke London ſtreets, and 
cry, Piſh at the Sergeants. 

Il. You may ſhift out one Tearme, and yet die in the Counter 
Theſe are the Scabs now, that hang upon honeſt Job - 

I am Job, and theſe are the ſcurvy = op 
But what's this your Pot ſeethes over withall ? 

R, Maſter Scarberow is married, 

Went. He has all his Land in his owne hand. 

Bare. His brothers, and ſiſters Portions. 

Wen Beſides foure thouſand pound in ready money with his wife. 

If. A good Talent by my faith, it might helpe many Gentlemen to 
pay their Taylors; and 1 might be one of them. 

Went, Nay honeſt Franke,haſt thon found a tricke for him ?if thon 
haſtnot,looke,here's a line to dire& thee. Firſt draw him into Bands 
for Money, then to Dice for it: Then take-up Stuffe at the Mercers, 
ſtraight to a Puncke with it : then mortgage his Land, and be drunke 
with that: ſo with them, and the reft, from an ancient Gentleman, 
make him a young Beggar. 

if. What a Rogue is this,to read a Lecture to me, aud mine 7 

on 
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Leſſon too, which he knowes I have made perfect to nine hundred 
* foureſcore and nineteene: Acheating Raſcall , will teach me, I that 
ha made them that have worne a ſpacious Parke, Lodge and all, on 
their backs this morning, beene faine topawneit afore night : and 
they that ha ſtawked like a huge Eleghant, with a Caſtle on their 
neckes ; and remooved that to their one ſhoulders in one day, 
which their Fathers built up in ſeaven yeare, bin glad by my meanes, 
in ſo much time as a child ſuełs, to drinke Bottle-ale,tho a Punke pay 
fort. And ſhall this Parrat inſttuct me? 

Went. Nay, but Francke. 

If. A Rogue that hath fed upon me, and the fruit of my wit, like 
Pullenfrom # Pantlers Chippings,and now I have put himinto good 
clothes , to ſhift two ſutes in a day, that could ſcarce ſhift a patcht 
ſhirt ence in a yeare,and ſayes prayers when he had it : Hacke how he 
prates. 

Went. Beſides (Frayke) fince his Marriage, he ſtawkes me like a 
caſhierd Captaine diſcontent ;in which Melancholy, the leaſt drop of 
— — thou haſt an Ocean, will make him, and all his, ours 

Or ever. 

1. Sayes mine owne Rogue ſo, give me thy hand then, wee le 
doot, and there's earneſt. Strike him, Sfut you Chittiface, that looks 
worſe than a Collier through a woodden window, an Ape aſeard of a 
whip, or a Knaves head ſhooke ſeaven yeares in the weather upon 
London bridge. Doe you Catechize me ? 

Went. Nay, but valourous Francke , he that knowes the ſecrets of 
all hearts, knowes I did it in kindneſſe. 

1/7. Know your ſeaſons : beſides, I am not of that Species for you 
to inſtruct. Then know your ſeaſons. 

Bart, Stoot friends, friends , all friends : here comes young Scar- 
borow, ſhould he know of this, all our diſſignes were prevented- 

Enter Scarborow, 

1if. VVhat, Melancholy my young Maiſter, my young married 
man - God give your worſhip joy» 

Scar, Joy, of what Francke ? 

Jif. Of thy wealth, for l heare but few that ha joy of their wives. 

Scar, Who weds as I have, to enſorced ſheets, 

His care increaſeth, but his eomfort fleets; 

if. Thou having ſo much wit, what a Devill meantſt thou to marry? 

Scar. O ipeakenot of it; 

Marriage ſounds in my eare liketo a Bell, 
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Not rung for pleaſure, but a dolefull knell. 2s 

If. A common courſe, thoſe men that are married in the Morning, 
io wiſh themſelves buried ese night, 

Scar. I cannot love her. 

Il. No neu es neither, Wives know that's a generall fault amongſt 
their Husbands- Scar, I will not lie with her. 

If. Cetera volunt , ſheele ay ill, If you will not, another will. 

Scar. Why did ſhe marry me, knowing I did not love her? 

Hf. As other women doe, either to be maintained by you, or to 
make you a Cuckold. Now fir, what come you for 2 

Emer Clowne. 

Clou. As mendoe in haſt, to make an end of their buſineſſe. 

if. What's your buſineſſe 

Clow. My buſineſſe is this Sir, this Sir, and this Sir. 

Tf. The meaning of all this Sir. 

Clow, By this is as much as to ſay dir, my Maſter hath ſent unto 
you- By this is as much as to ſay Sir, my Maſter has him humbly 
commended unto you; and by this, is as much as to ſay, my Maſter 
craves your aniwer. (Sir. 

HGiveme your Letter: And you ſhall have this Sit, this Sir, and this 

Clow, No Sir. if. Why Sir? 

Clem. Becauſe at the learned have very well inſtructed me, Q- 
Pr 4 n07, nilal ad nos, and tho many Gentlemen will have to doe with 
other mens buſineſle j yet from me know, the moſt part of them 
proove Knaves for their labour. 

Went. You ha the Knave ytaith, Francke. 

Claw. Long may he live to enjoy it · From Sir Jobi Harcop of Har- 
cop, inthe Countieof Teri? Knight, by me his Man, to your ſelſe my 
young Maſter, by theſe preſents 'Dg · 

Hf. How cam*ftthou by — words ? 

Clow. As you by your good eloathes ; tooke them upon truſt, 
And ſwore, | would never pay for'em- 

Scar. Thy Maiſter Sir /#b» Harcop writes to me, 

That I ſhould entertaine thee for my Man. 

His wiſh is acceptable : thou art welcome fellow. 

Oh, but thy Maſters daughter ſends an Article, 

Which —— thinke upon my pte ſent finne ; 

Here ſhe remembers me, tokeepe in minde 

My promig'd Faith to her; which I ha broke 
Here ſheremembers me I am a Man, 
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Blackt ore with Perjurie : whoſe ſinfull breaſt, 
Is charectred like thoſe, curſt of the bleſt. 

1If. How now my young Bully, like a young Wench, 
Fourty weekes after the loſſe of her Mayden-head,crying out. 

Scar. Trouble me nor, 

Giveme ben, Incke, and Paper, I will write to her. 
O /bnt what ſhall l wnte ? 
Mine owne excuſe ; why no excuſe can ſerve 
For him that ſweares, and from his Oath doth ſwarye ? 
Or ſhall | ay, my Marriage was infor ? 
Twas bad in them, not well in me, to yeeld-: 
Wretched they two, whoſe Marriage was compeld : 
Ile onely write that which my griefe hath bred ; 
Forgive me Clare, for Iam married: 
Tis ſoone ſet downe, but not ſo ſoone forgot, or worne from hence 
Deliver it unto her; there's for thy paines : 
Would I as ſoore could cleanſe theſe perjur'd Raines: 

Clow, Well , 1 could alter mine eyes from filthy mud, into faire 
water you have payd for my teares, and mine eyes ſhall proove 
banckrouts, and breake out for you ; let no man petſwade me, I will 
cry, and every Towne betwixt Shoreditch-church and Yorke-bridge, 
ſha!l beare me witneſle. Exit- 

Scar, Gentlemen, Ile take my leave of you, 

She that 1 am married to, but not my Wife, 
Will London leave, in Yorkeſhire lead our life. 
Hf. We muſt not leave you ſo, my young Gallant : 
We three are ficke in tate, and your wealth muſt helpe to make us 
whole againe : For this ſaying is as true as old; 
Strife nurſttwixe Man — Wife, makes ſuch a flaw, 
How great ſo ere's their Wealth, twill have a thaw- 
Euter Sir loon Harcop with his daughter Clare, and two younger 
brothers, Thomas, and lohn Scarborow, 
Har, Brothersto him, ere long ſhall be my ſonne, 
By wedding this, young Girle : You are welcome both: 
Nay kiſleher, kifle her; tho ſhe ſhalbe your brothers Wife, l 
To kiſſe the ehee ke is free- 
The. K iſſe, Stoot what elſe ? thou art a good plumpe Wench, 
I like you well, prethee make hafte, and bring Rore of Boyes ; 
But be lure they have good faces, that they may call me Vnckle . 
lohn Glad of ſo faire a ſiſter, I falute you, 


C 2 Har. Good, 
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Har. Good, good yfaith, this kiſling's good yfaich, 

T iov*d to ſmacłe it too when | was young : 
But mum; they have felt thycheek Clare , let them heare thy tongue · 

(dar. Such welcome as befits my Scarborowes brothers, 

From mee his troth-plight Wife, be ſute to have: 
And though my tongue proove ſcant in any part, 
The bonnds be ſure are large, full in my heart, 

T ho. Tut, that's not that we doubt on wench: but doe you heare 
Sir lohn, what doe ye thinke drew me from London, and the Innes of 
Court, thus farre into Yorkeſhire? 

Har. I geſſe, to ſe this Gitle (hall be your ſiſter. 

Tho, Faith, add I geſſe partly ſo too; but the maine was, and 1 
will not lie to you, that you eomming now in this wiſe into out 
kindred, might be acquainted with you aforehand, that after my bro- 
ther had married yout daughter, I his brother might borrow ſome mo- 
ney of you. 

Har. What ? doe you borrow of your kindred Sir ? 

Tho. Sfat,what elſe ? they having intereſt in my blood, why ſhould 
not I have intereſt in their coyne?Beſides Sir, | beinga younger brother, 
would be aſhamed of my generation, if I would not borrow of any 
man that would lend, eſpecially of my affinitie, of whom I keepe a 
Kalender. And looke you Sit, thus I goe over them. Firſt o're my 
Vnekles, often o're my Aunts, then up to my Nephewes , ſtraight 
downeto my Neeces, to thi⸗ Coſen Thoma, and that Coſen Jeffrey, 
leaving the courteous claw given to none of their elbowes, even unto 
the third and fourth remove of any that hath intereſt in our blood: 
All which doe upon their ſummons made by me, duely and faichfully 
provide for appearance : and ſo as they are, I hope we ſhallbe more 
indeered, intierly better, and more feelingly acquainted. 

Har. You are a merry Gentleman. 

Tho. Tis the hope of money makes me fo; and I know none but 
Fooles uſe to be {ad with it · 

Toh, From Oxford am I drawne, from ſerious ſtudies, 

Expecting that my Brother ſtill had ſojoum d 
With you his beſt of choyce, and this good Knight. 

Har. His abſence ſhallnot make our hearts leile merry, 
Then if we had his preſence. A day ere long 
Will bring him backe, whenone the other meets, 

At noone 1'th Church, at night betweene the ſheetes- 


Weele waſh this chat with Wine Some wine: fill up, 1 
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The ſharpner of the wit, is a full cup. 
And ſo to you Sir. 

Tho. Do and Ile drinketo my new Siſler but upon this condition, 
that ſhe may have quiet dayes , little reſt anights, ha pleaſant after- 
noones, be pliant to my Brother, and lend mee money whenſoere lle 
borrow it- 

Har. Nay, nay, nay, 

W omen are weake, and we muſt beare with them : 
Yourfrolicke Healths, ate onely fit for men. 

Tho. Well, I amcomemed; women mult to the wall, tho it be to 

a Feather- bed. Fill up then. 
Enter Clowne ſinging, 

Clow, From London I come, tho not with Pipe and Drum, 

Yet l bring matter in this poore Paper, 

Will make my young Miſtris, delighting ia kiſſes, 

Doe as all Maydens will, hearing of ſuch an 111, 

As to have loſt, the thing they wiſht moſt : 

A Husband, a Husband, a prettie ſweete Husband ; 

Cry Oh, oh, oh, and alas: and at laſt, Ho, ho, ho, as I doe. 

Clary. Return'd ſo ſoone from London? What's the newes ? 

Clow.O Miftis,if ever you have ſeene Dewonice acleare, looke into 
mine eyes; mine eyes are Severne,plaine Severne; the Thawes,nor the 
River of T weedare nothing to 'eminay all the raine that fell at Noabs 
flood, had not the diſeretionthat my eyes have:that drunke but up the 
whole world, & I ha drowned all the way betwixt this & London. 

Clzr. Thy newes, good Robin. 

Clow, My newes Miftris? Ile tell you ſtrange newes; the duſt upon 
London way being ſo great, that not a Lord, Gentleman, Knight, or 
Knave could travell, leſt his eyes ſhould be blowne out: At laſt, they 
all agreed to hire me to goe before them, when I looking but upon 
this Letter, did with this water, this very water, lay the duft, as well 
as if it had rain'd from the beginning of Apr ill, till the laſt of May. 

Char, A Letter from my Scarborow ? Give it thy Miſtris. 

Clem. But Miſtris. Clur. Prethee be gon, 

I would not have my Father, nor theſe Gentlemen, 
Be witneſſe of the comfort it doth bring» 
Clow. Oh but Miſtris. 
Clar. Pretheebe gone withthis, and the glad newes : _ 
cave me alone. Exit Clowne, 
Tho. Tis your turne Knight ; take your llqner, know I am . 
3 ull, 
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ſull. Ile forgive any man any thing that he owes me, but his drinke, 
and that Ile be payd for.” 
Clar, Nay Gentlemen, the honeſtie of mirth 
Conſiſts not in caro ſing with exceſl: ; 
My Father hath more Welcomes than in wine: 
Pray you no more. 

Tho, Sayes my Siſter ſo? lle be ruld by thee then. But doe you 
heare? In hope hereafter youle lend me ſom? Money : now wee are 
halfe drunke, let's goe to dinner. Come Knight- Exemnnt 

Clary. Tam glad you'r gone. Ainet Clare. 
Sball F now cpen't ? no, Ile kiſſe it firſt, 

Becanſethis outſide laſt did kiſſe his hand. 

Within this fould, (lle call't a ſacred Sheet) 

Are writ blacke lines, where cur white hearts ſhall meet: 

Before I ope thisdoore of my delight, 

Me thinkes I geſſe how kindly he doth write 

Of his true love to me: as Chucke, Sweet-heart, 

prethee doenotthinke the time too long, 

That keepes us from the ſweets cf Marriage rites: 

And then he ſets my name, and kiſſes it, 

Wiſhing my Lippes his ſheet to write upon: 

With like defire, me thinks, as mine owne thoughts, 

As ke him now here for me to lookeupon; 

Yet at the laft, thinking his love too ſlacke, 

Ereit arrive at my deſired eyes, 

Hee haſtens up his meſlage with like ſpeed, 

Even 28 — 

Mine eyes are not mine ow ne; ture they ate not : 

Thoyon ha bin my lamps this fixteene yeares, Lets fall the let. 
Yon doe bely my Scarborow, reading fo : 

Forgive bim, hee is married: that were ill: 

W hat tying lights are theſe ? Looke I ha no ſuch letter, 

No wedded ſyllable of the leaſt wrong, 

Done to a Troth-plight Virgin like my felfe | 

Beſhrow you for your blindnes ; Forgive him, he is married. 

I know my Scarborowes conſtancie to mee 

1s as firme knit, as Faith to Charitie, 

That I ſhall kiſſe him often, hugge him thus, 

Be made a happy, and a fruittull Mother 
Of many proſperous Children, like to him: 


ethis ope, wiſhing to read. Oh, what's here? 5 
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And reade I, he was married ? Aske forgiveneſle ? 
What a blind Foole was 1? Let here's a Letter, 
To whom directed too ? Tomy Beloved Clare. 
Why Law ? 
Women will reade, and reade not that the ſaw. 
Twas but my fervent love miſled mine . | 
Ile onceagaine to the inſide, Forgive me, I am married: 
William Scarborow. He ſets his name to't too» 
O perjury / within the hearts of men 
Thy feaſts are kept, their tongues proclaimeth them. 
Emer Thomas Scarborow, 
Tho. Siſter, Gods precious, the Cloathos laid, the meat cooles, 
We all ſtay, and your Father calls vou. 
Clar. Kind Sir, excuſe me, | pray you a little, 
Ile but peruſe this Letter, and come ſtraight. 
Tho. Pray you make haſte , the meat ſtayes for us, and our ſto- 
mack's ready for the meat : for beleeve this, 
Drinke makes men hungry, or it makes them lie, 
And he that's drunke or'e night, i ih morning's drie : 
Scene and approoved. | Exit. 
Clar. He was contracted mine, yet he unjuſt. 
Hath married to another: What's my eſtate then? 
A wretched Maid, not fic for any man; 
For bein. united his with plighted faiths, 
Who ever {ues to me, commuts a ſinne, 
Beſiegeth me, and who ſhall marry me: 
Is like my ſelſe, lives in adultery, (O God) 
That ſuch hard fortune ſhould betide my youth. 2 
I am young, faire, rich, honeſt, vertuous: 
Yet for all this, who ere ſhall marry mee, 
I ambut his whore, live in adultery, 
J cannot ſtep into the path of pleaſure, 
For which I was created, borne unto : 
Let me live nere fo honeſt, rich, or poore, 
If Ionce wed, yet I muſt live a whore. 
I muſt be made a ſtrumpet gainſt my will, 
A name I ha ve abhor'd, a ſhamefull ill - 
I haveeſchewed, and now cannot wit hſt and it 
In my ſelfe. Iam my Fathers onely Child, 
In me he hath a hope, though not his name 
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Can beincreaſt, yet by my iſſue 

His Land ſhall be poſſeſt, his age delighted, 

And though that I ſhould vow a fingle lite, 

To keepe my ſoule unſported, yet will hee 

Inforce mee to a marriage 

So that my griefe doth of that weight conſiſt, 

It helpes me not to yeeld, nor to reſiſt, 

And was I then created for a whore? A whore — 
Bad name, bad act; Bad man, makes me a ſcorne : 


Then live a Strumpet: Better be rinborne. Enter Iohn Scar, 


lohn. Siſter, pray you will you-come ? 
Your Father, and the whole meeting fiayes for you. 

Clar. I come, I come: 1 pray returne ; I come. 

Tobn. ] muſt not goe without you. 

Clar. Be you my Vſher, ſooth Ile follow you. Exits 
He writes here, To forgive him, bee is Married. 
Falſe Gentleman : I doe forgive thee with my hezrt ; 
Yet will I ſend an anſwer to thy Letter, 
And in ſo ſhort words, thou ſhalt weepe to reade them; 
And here's my agent ready: Forgive mee, I am dead. 
Tis writ, and I will act it : Be judge you Maydes 
Have truſted the falſe promiſes of men. 
Be judge you Wives, the which have beene inforſt 
From the white ſheets you lov d, to them yee loath'd, 
Whether this Axiome may not be aſſured, 

Better one ſinne than many be endured. 

My Armes imbracings, Kiſſes, Chaſtitie, 
Were his poſſeſſions : and whilſt I live, 
He doth but ſteale thoſe pleaſures he enjoyes, 
Is an adulterer in his married armes; 
And never goes to his defiled Bed, 
But God writes Sinne upon his Teaſters head. 
lle be a Wite now, helpe to {ave his ſoule, 
Though 1 have loſt his body, give a flake 
To his ini quit ies, and with one finne 
Done by this hand, end many done by him. 
Farewell the world then, farewell the wedded joyes, 
Till this I have hop't for, from that Gentleman, 
Scarbore w, forgive me: thus thou haſt loſt thy wife: 
Yet record world, though by an act ſo foule, 
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A wife thus dyed tocleanſe her Husbands ſoule. 
Enter Sir Iobn Harcep. 
Har. Gods precious, for his mercie, where's this weneh ? 
Muſt all my friends and gueſts attend on you ? 
Where are you Minion ? ” 
Cla, Scarborow, Come cloſe mine Th! for Iamdead. 
Har. That ſad voyce was not hers, I hope: 
Who'sthis, my Daughter ? 

C/ar. Your Daughter, 

That begs of you to ſee her buried . 
Prayes Scarborow to forgive her: ſhe is dead. Diel. 

Har. Patience good teares, and let my words have way : 
Clare, my Daughter : — my ſervants there 
Lift up thine eyes and looke upon thy Father, 

They were not borne to loſe their light ſo ſoone : 
I did beget thee for my comfort, 
And not to be the anthour of my care- 
Why ſpeakſt thou not ? Some helpe, my ſervants there : 
What hand hath made thee pale? Or if thine one 
What cauſe had thou, that wert thy Fathers joy, 
The treaſure of his age. the cradle of his ſleepe, 
His all in all? I prethee ſpeake to me : 
Thou art not ripe for death, come backe againe; 
Clare, my Clare, if death muſt needs have one, 
] am the fitteſt, prethee let me goe: 
Thou dying whilſt I live, I am dead with woe. 

Enter Thomas and lohnScarborow, 

Tho. What meanes thisout-cry ? 

Toha, O tuthfull Spectacle 

Har. Thou wert not wont to be ſo ſullen, Child, 

But kind and loving to thy aged Father: 
Awake, awake ; Ift be thy laſting ſteepe, 
Would I had not Senſe for griefe , nor eyes to weepe. 

loh, What paper's this: the ſad contents doth tell mee, 
My brother writ, he hath broke his faith to her, 

And ſhereplyes ; for him, ſhe hath kild her ſelfe. 

Har. Was that the cauſe, that thou haſt ſoyld thy ſelſe 
Withtheſered ſpots; theſe blemiſhes of beautie? | 
My child, my child ; Waſt perjurie inhim, 

Made thee ſo faire, act in ſo foule a finne, . 
D That 
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That he deceived thee ina Mothers hopes, 
Poſteritie, the bliſſe of Marriage? 
hon haſt no tongue to anſwer No, or I, 
zut in red Letters writes, Por him I die. 
Curſe on his traiterons tongue, his youth, his blood, 
lis Pleaſures, Children, and Poſleſſions; 
Be al! his dayes like Winter, comfortleſle : 
Neſtleſſe his nights, his wan's remorceleſle, 
And may his Corps be the Phyſicians Mage, 
Which plaid upon, ſtands not to honoured age 
Or with Diſcaſes may he lie and pine, 
T.1! Grirfe wax blind bu eyes, as it doth mine. Exit. 
lo h. O good oli man, made wretched by thus deed, 
The more thy age, more tobe pitied. 
Enter Scarborow, hi. wife Katherine, Uford, Wentloe, 
Bartley, and Butler. 
1!f. What ride by the gate, and not call ? that were a ſhame yfaith. 
en. Weele but talte of his Beere, kiſſe his Daughter, and to 
Horleagaine : Where's the good Knight, here? 
car. You bring me to my ſhame unwillingly. 
1if. Shamed, of what? for deceiving of a W enchꝰ I ha not bluſhe, 
that ha domt to a hundred of em 
In Womens love, hec t wiſe doth. follow this, 
Love one ſs long, till her another kiſſe. 
W here's the good Knight, here ? 
lohn O brother, you are come to make your Eye 
dad mourner at 4 fatall Tragedie- 
Pernie this Letter firſt, and then this Corps. 
Scar, O wronged Clare! Accurſed Scarborow, 
I writ to her, ToarT was married, 
She writes to me, Forgsve ber, ſhe it dead. 
He baime thy body with my faithful! teates, 
And be vall mourner at thy. Tombe. 
Ile laerifice this Comet into ſighes, 
Make a conſumpt ion of this pile of man, 
And all thebenefits my Parents gave, 
Shall turne diſtempered, to appeaſe the wrath 
For this blood ſhed, and I am guiltie of. 
Kat. Deare husband. 
Scar. Falſe woman, not my wife, tho married to me 
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Looke what thy friends, and thou art guiltie of, 
The murther of a creature, equal'd Heaven 
In her Creation, whole thoughts like fire, 
Never lookt baſe, but ever did aſpire 
To bleſſed benefits, till you and yours undid her : 
Eye her, view her, tho dead, yet ſhe does looke 
Like a freſh Frame, or anew printed Books 
Of the beſt Paper, never lookt into, 
But with one ſullied finger, which did ſpot her, 
Which was her owne too: but who was caule of it ? 
Thou, and thy friends; and Iwill loath thee for'r. 
Enter Sir John Harcop. 
Har. They doe belie her, that they doe, 
She is but ſtraid to ſome by-Gallery, 
And I muſt ha her againe · Clare, where art thou, Clare 
Sear, Here, laid to take her everlaſting (leepe, 
Har. A lies that ſayes ſo: 
Yet now I know thee, I doe lie, that ſay it, 
For it ſhe bea Villen like thy ſelſe, 
A perjur'd Traytor, Recreant, Miſcreant, 
Dogge a Dogge, a Dogge, has don't. 
Scar. O Sir John Harcep. 
Har. O fir John Villen, to betroth thy ſelſe 
To this good creature, harmeleſſe, harmeleſſe child; 
This kernell, hope, and comfort of my Houſe, 
Without inforcement, of thine owne accord, 
Draw all her ſoule 1'th compaſſe of an Oath; 
Take that Oath from her, make her for none but thee, - 
And then betray her ? 
Scar. Shame on them were the cauſe of it · 
Har, But harke what thou haſt got by it, 
Thy Wife is but a Strumper, thy Children Baſtards, 
Thy ſelſe a murtherer, thy Wife acceſsarie, 
Thy Bed a Stewes, thy Houſea Brothell, 
Scar. O, tis too true. 
Har. I, made a wretched Father, childles. 
Scar. I, made a married Man, yet wiveles. 
Har. Thou the cauſe of it. 


Scar, Thou the cauſe of it. ' To his wife. 


Har. Curſe on the day that ere it was begun, 
ace D 2 
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For T anold mam uodone, undone. Exit. 
Scar. For Chatitie, have eite upon tliat Fathet, 

Leaſt that his griefe, bring on a more miſhap : 

This to my Armes, my ſorrow ſhall bequeath, 

Tho I have loſt her, to thy Greve Tie bring; 

Thon wert my Wife, and Ite thy Requiem fing : 

Goe you to the Coumtey, I's to London backe, 

All ryot now, ſince that my ſoule's ſo blacke · Frit with Clare. 
Ka. Thus am left like Sca-toſt Mariners. 

My fortunes being no more than my diſtteſse, 

Vpon what Shore ſoever I am driven, 

Be it good or bad, I muſt aceount it Heaven: 

Tho married, I am reputed no Wife; 

Negle&ed of my Husband, ſcorn d, deſpis d: 

And tho my love and true obedience, 

Lies proſtrate to his becke, his heedles eye, 

Receives my ſerviees un worthily. 

I know no cauſe, nor will be cauſe of none, 

But hope for better dayes, when bad are gone. 

Yon are my Guide; Whither muſt I, Butler ? 
But. Toward Wakefield, where my Maſters Living lies. 
Ka. Toward W-:hefield, where thy Maſter weele attend. 

VVhenthings are at the worſt, tis hope theyle mend. 

Enter Thomas, and John Scarborow. }. | 

Tho, How now ſiſter, no farther forward on your journey yet? 
Ka. V Vhen griefe's before me, who'd goe on to griete ? 

Iderather turne me backe to find ſome comfort. 
loh. And that way forrow's hatefuller thanthis, 

My Brother having brought unto a grave, 

That murthered body, whom he cal'd his V Vife, 

And ipent ſo many teares upon her Hearſe, 

As would have made a Tyrant torelent : 

Then kneeling at her Cotfin thus he vow'd, 

From thence, he never would embrace your Bed. 
Tho, The more Foole he. 
Toh. Never from hence, acknowledge you his Wife, 

V'Vhere others ſtrive toenrich theit Fathers name, 

It ſhould be his onely ayme, to begger ours; 

To ſpend their meanes, ſhould be his onely pride: 

YVhich with a figh confirm'd, heeꝰs rid to London, 


Vowing 
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Vowing example, by his life ſo foule, 
Men nete ſhould joyne the hands, without the ſoule 
Ka. All is but grieſe, and I am arm'd for it. 
leb. Weele bring yon on your way, in hope thus ſtrong, 
Time may at length-make ſtraight, what yet is wrong. 
aCTVS 111. 
guter Wiford, Wentloe, Bartley. | 

Went. Hee's our owne, bees our one; Come lets make uſe of 
his wealth, as the Sunne of Ice: melt it, melt it · 

If. But art ſure he will hold his meeting? 

Went. As ſure as I am here now, and was dead drunke laſt night. 

Hf. Why then ſo ſure, will be arreſted by a couple of Sergeants, 
and fall into one of the unlucky Crankes about Cheapſide; called 
Counters. 

Bar. Withall I have provided Maſter G ripe the Viurer, who upon 
the inſtant, will be ready to ſtep in, charge the Sergeantsto keepe 
thee faſt ; and that now he will have his five hundred pounds, or 
thou ſhalt rot for it. 

Went, When it followes, young Scarborow ſhall be bound for the 
one : then take up as muchmore , we ſhare the one halte, and helpe 
him to be drunke with the other. 

| Enter Scarborow, 

TIF, Ha, ha, ha. 

Bart. Why doſt laugh Franc bed 

Tf. To ſee, that wee and Vſurers, live by the fall of young Heires, 
as Swine by the dropping of Acornes. But hec's come» 

- V'Vhere be theſe Rogucs ? Shall we have no tendanee here ? 

Scar. Good day, Gentlemen. 

If. A thouſand good dayes, my noble Bully, and as many good 
fortunesas there were Graſhoppets in Egypt , and that's covered 
over with good lucke : but Nownes, Pros unet, and Parizciples : 
VVhere betheſe Rogues here? V Vhar, ſhall we have no W ine here? 

Emer Drawer. 

Draw. Anon, anon, fir. 

Hf. Anon, good-man Raſcall, muſt we ſtay your leiſure # 
Gee't us by and by, with a pox to you. 

Scar. O doe not hurt the fellow. Exit Drawer. 

Z. Hurt him, hang him, Scrape-crencher, Star · wearer, W ine-ſpil- 
ler , Mettle-clanker, Rogue by generation : VVV, doſt heare 
ul? If thou doſt not ule theie Grapes ſpillers as you doe their 

* | D 3 Pottle- 
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Pottle-pots, quoit'em downe the ſtaytes three or: foure times at a 
Supper , theylegrow as ſawcy with you as Sergeants, and make 
Bills more unconſcionable than Taylors. Emer Drawer. 
Draw. Here's the pure and neate Grape, Gent« aſſure you. 
11f, Fill up: what ha you brought here, good-man Rogue? 
Draw. The pure element of Claret, Sir. 
lf. Ha you ſo; and did not I call for. Reniſh, Throwes the Wine 
you Mungrell ? inthe Drawers face, 
Scar. Thou need no VVine, I prethee be more milde. 
II. Be milde in a Taverne, tis treaſon to their red Lettice, enemie 
to their Signe-poſt, and ſlave to Humor: 
Prethee, let's be mad. Sings this. 
Then fill aur heads with Wine, till every pate be drunke : 
Thenpiſſeithe ſtreet, juſile all yow meet, and ſwagger with a Punke ; 
As thou wilt doe now and then: Thanke me thy good Maſter, that 
brought thee to it. 
Wen. Nay, be profits well, but the worſt is, he will not (weare yet. 
Sea. Doe not bely me: if there be any good in me, that's the beſt; 
Oathes are neceſlary for nothing; they paſſe out of a mans mouth, 
like ſmoake through a chimney , that files all the way it goes. 
ment · VVhy then I thinke Tobacco be a kind of ſwearing , for it 
furres our Noſes pockily. 
Sca. But come, letsdrinke our (elves into a ſtomack afore-ſupper. 
Hf, Agreed ; and Ile begin with a new Health · Fill up. 
To them that make Land Ay, 
By une, u horet, and a Die: 
Zo them that onely thrives, 
By hiſſing others Wives : 
To them that pay for cloathes, 
With nothing but with Oathes ; 
Care not from whom they get, 
So they may be in debt: 
This health my hearts, dtinkes. 
But who their Taylors pay, 
Borrow, and keepe their — ; 
tele hold him like this Glaſſe, 
A braineleſſe empty Aſſe ; „ na So C 
And not a mate fer s.. „mich mb 
Drinke round, my beate... nM! 
went. An excellem Health, ' 4 Enter Drawer. do 


Draw, Maſter . 
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Drau. Maſter Ilford, there's a couple of Strangers beneath de ſires 
to ſpeake with you- 
If. Vvhat Beards ha they? Gentleman-like Beards , or Broker- 
like Beardes ? 
Draw. Iam not ſo well acquainted with the art of Face-mending, 
Sir, but they would ſpeakewith you, 
If. lie goe downe to em. 
Went. Doe; and weele ſtay here, and drinke Tobacco the while. 
Scar, Thus like a Feaver that doth ſhake a man 
From ſtrength to weakeneſſe, I conſume my ſelſe: 
I know this company, their cuſtome vilde, 
Hated, abhor'd of good-men ; yet like a Child, 
By Reaſons ruleinſicuaed how to know 
Evill from good, I to the worſer goe. 
Why doe you ſuffer this, you upper powers, 
That I ſhould ſurfer inthe ſinne of talte ; 
Have ſenſe to feele my miſchiefe , yet make waſte 
Of heaven and earth ? " | 
My ſelfe will anſwer, what my ſelfe- doth aske- 
Who once doth cheriſh Sinne, begets his ſhame ; 
For Vice being foſterd once, comes impudence, 
Which makes men count, Sinne, Cuſtome; not offence ; 
When all is like me, their reputation blot, 
Purſuing evill while the geod*s forgot. 
Enter Ilford led in by a couple of Sergeants, and Gripe the V[mrer. 
Serg Nay, never ſtrive, we can hold. you. 
If. I, me, and the Devill too, and a fall into your clutches : Let goe 
your tugging. as | am a Gent. Ile be your true priſoner. 
Went. How now, what's the matter, Francke ? 
11f. I am fallen into the hands of Sergeants: I am arreſted, 
Bart, How, arreſted; a Gentleman in our company? 
. Put up, put up; for ſinnes ſake put up, let's not all ſuppe in 
the Counter tonight : let me ſpeake wich M. Gripe the Creditor. 
Grip. Well, what ſay you to me, Sir? . 
1/f. You have atreſted me nere, Maſter Gripe. 
Cripe. Not ] Sir, the Sergeants haye. | 
Ji. But at your ſute MF. Cripe: yet heare me, as I ama Gentleman» 
Cre. I'de rather you could fay,as you were an honeſt man, 
And then | might beleeve you. | 
IA. Yet heare me. 
Grip, Heare 
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Grip, Heare me no hearing, I lent you my money for good will. 

Ilg And I ſpent it for meere necellitie; | confeſſe I owe you five 
hundred pound; and I confeſſe owe not a penny to any man, but he 
would be glad to ha't : my Bond you have already, M. Gripe, if you 
will, now take my word. 

Grip. Word me no words : Officers looke to your Priſoner : if 
you cannot either make me preſent payment, or put me in ſec uritie, 
uch as I ſhall like too. b 

if. Such as you ſhall like too: what ſay you to this young Gen- 
tleman, He is the VVidgen that we muſt feed upon. 

Grip, VVho young M*. Scarborom he is an honeſt Gentleman, 
for ought I know, I nete loſt penny by im- 

Hf. I would be aſhamed any man ſhouid ſay fo by mee, that I 
have had dealing withall : But my inforced friends, wilt pleaſe you 
but to retire into ſome ſmall diſtance, whilſt I diſcend with a tew 
words to theſe Gentlemen, and Ile commit my ſelſe into your mer- 
cileſſe hands immediatly. 11 tee 

Serg. VVell fir, wcele waite upon you. zu: 

lf. Gentlemen, I am to profter ſome conference, and eſpecially 
to you Mr. Scarborow ; out meeting here for your mirth, hath prooved 
to me thus adverſe, that in your companies I am arrelted : How ill it 
will ſtand with the flouriſh cf your -reputations . V Vkere men of 
rank and note communicate, that L.Fravcke Ilfera, Gentleman, 
whoſe fortunes may tranſcead, 40 make ample gtatuitie future, 
and heape ſatiʒ faction, forany preſent extention of his friends kind- 
neſſe, was inforced from the Miter in Bredſtreet, to the Counter 
i the Poultry : formine;ownepart, if you ſhall thinke it meete: and 
that it ſhall accord with the tate of Gentry, to ſubmit my ſeife,from 
the Feather-bed in the Maſters ſide, or the Flock-bed in the Knights 
ward, to the Straw-bed in the Hole, I ſhall: buckle to myheeles in 
ftead of guilt Spurres, the armonr of Patience, and-doo't, 

ent · Come, come, what a pox need all this 5 this is Aellis Flora, 
the ſweeteſt of the Hony; he that was not made to fat Cattell, but to 


feed Gemlemen. 
Bart. You weare good cloathes» 
Went. Are well deſcended. 
Bert. Keepe the beſt company- 
ent. Should regard yourcredue- 
Bart. Stand not upon it; be bound, be bound. 


ent. Le are tichly married. 
b Zart. 


— — —U—äͤ—ũ - 


— — — — — 


The Miſeries of inforſt Marriage. 
Bart. Love not your Wife, 
Went. Have ftore of Friends. 
Bart, Who ſhall be your Heyre? 
Wert, The ſonne of ſome Slave» 
Bart. Some Groome- 
ment . Some Horſe - keeper. 
Bayt. Stand not upon t, be bound, be bound. 
Scar, Well, at your importance, for once Ile ftretch my Purſe, 
Who's borne to ſinks, as good this way, worſe, 
ten. Now ſpeakes my Bally, like a Gentleman of worth» 
Bart. Of merite. 
Went. Fit to be regarded. 
Bart. That ſhall command our Soules. 
Went. Our Swords. 
Bart. Our ſelves ; 
Ilt. To feed upon you, as Pharao leane Kine did upon the far, 
Scar. Maſter Gripe, is my Bond currant for this Gentleman? 
1/f. Good ſecurity you Ægyptian Graſhopper, good ſecurity. 
Grip. And for as much more, kind Maſter Scarborow, 
Provided, that men mortall (as we are,) May have— 
Scar, May have Securitie. 
Grip. Your Bond with land convayd ; which may aſſure me of 
mine owne againe. 
Scar. You ſhalbe ſatisfied, and Ile become your debter, 
For full five hundred more than he doth owe you: 
This night we ſuppe here, beate us company, 
And bring your Counſell, Scrivener, and the money with you, 
Where I will make as full aſſurance as in the Law you'd wiſh, 
Grip. Itake your word, Sir, 
And fo diſcharge you of your Priſoner- 
lf. Why then lets come and take up a new roome, the infected 
hath ſpit in this, 
He that hath fore of coyne, wants not 4 friend, 
Thou (halt receive ſweet R ogus, and we will ſpend. Exeunt, 
Enter Thomas and lohn Scarborow. 
Ieh. Brother, you ſee the extremitie of want, 
Inforceth us to queſtion tor our owne; 
The rather that we ſee, not the a Brother, 
Our Brother keepes from us, to ſpend on other, 
Tho. True, hee has in his hands our Portions , the oy 
which 


The Miſeries of inforft Marriage. 


which our father gave us: with which he lies fatting himſelſe with 
Sacke and Suger in the houſe, and we ate faine to walke with leane 
purſes abroad · Credite muſt be maintained, which will not be with- 
out money ; good cloathes muſt be had, which will not be without 
money; company muſt be kept, which will not be without money: 
all which we muſt have; and from him we will have money. 
Toh. Beſides ; we ha ve brought ourSifter to this Towne, 

That ſhe her ſelſe having her owne from him, 

Might bring her ſelſe in Court to be prefer d, 

Voder ſome Noble perſonage ; or elle that he, 

Whole friends are gr at in Court, by his late match, 

As he is in nature bound, provide for her. 

Tho. And hee ſhall doe it brother, tho we have waited at his 
Lodging, longer than Taylors Bill on a young Knight for an old 
reckoning , without ſpeaking with him : Here we know he is, and 
we will call him to patle. 

lob. Vet let us, doo't in milde and gentle termes; 

Faire words pethaps may ſooner draw out owne, 
Thanruffer couries, by which is miſchiefe growne. Ent. Draw. 

Draw. Anon, anon; looke downe into the Delphine there. 

The. Here comes a Drawer, we will queſtion him. 

Doe you heare my friend, is not Maſter Scarborom here 

Draw. Here fir , what a jeſt is that: where ſhould hee be elſe ? 
I wonld have you well know, my Maſter hopes to ride a cocke- 
horſe by him, b fore he leaves him. 

Job. How long hath he continued here ſince he came hither ? \ 

Draw, Faith hr, not ſo long as Noa flood, yet long enough to 
have drowned up the livings of three Knights, as Knights goe now 
adayes, ſome month or there abouts. 

lob, Time ill conſumed, to ruinate our Houſe: 

But what are they that keepe him company ? 

Draw. Puch, biuch but | muit not ſay ſo yet for your further 
—— did youever ſee a young W helpe & Lyon play together. 

oh. Yes. 

Draw. Such is Maſter Sc.rhor,w, ſuch are his Company. 

Withis, Olliver. 

Draw. Anon, anon, looke Eowne to the Pomegranate there. 
The. I prethee ſay, here's them would ſpea ke with him. 
Dr. lie doe your meſſage : Anon, anon, there. Exit. 
46h. This foole ſpea bes wiſer than he is aware: 
| Young 


- Winks 
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Young heires, left in this towne , where ſinne's ſoranke, 
And Prodigals gape to grow fat by them, 
Are like young whelpes throwne inthe Lyons den, 
Who play with them a while, at length devoure them. 
Enter Scarborow« 

Scar, VVho's there would ſpeake with me? 

Toh. Your Brothers, who are glad to ſee you well · 

Scar. Well. 

Toh. Tis not your ryot, that we heare you uſe, 

(With ſuch as waſte their goods, as Time the world, 

In continuall ſpending, nor that you keepe 

The comp1ny of a molt leprous rout, X 

Conſumes your bodies wealth, infects your name, 

With ſuch Plague-ſores, that had you reaſons eye, 

T*woiffd make you ſicke, to ſee you viſit them) 

Hath drawne us, but our wants, to erave the due 

Our Father gave, and yet remaines with you. = 

Tho. Our Birth-right (good Brother) this Towne eraves main- 
tenance, Silke ſtockins muſt be had; and wee would be loath our 
heritage ſhould be arraigned at the Vintners Bar, and ſo condem- 
ned to the Vintners box ; though while you did keepe Houſe, wee 
had ſome Belly-timber at your table, or ſo; yet we would have you 
thinke, wee are your Brothers, yet no Eſaus, to ſell our Patrimony 
for Porridge- 

Lear. So, ſo; what hath your comming elle 2 

Toh, With us, our Siſter joynes in our requeſt, 

Whom we have brought — with us to London, 
To have her Portion, wherewith to provide 
An honor'd Service, or an honeſt Bride. 

Scar. So, then you two my Brothers, and ſhe my Siſter, come not, 
as in dutie you are bound, io an elder Brother, out of Y orke-ſhire 
to ſee us, but lixe Leaches, to ſucke from us. 

loh. Wee come compel'd by want, to erave our owne. 

Scar. Sir, tor your owne ? then thus be ſatisſied, 

Both hers and yours were leſt in truſt with mee, 
And I will keepe it for you: Muſt you appoint us, 
Or what we pleaſe to like, mixt with reproofe : 
Tos have beene too ſaucie both, and you ſtall know, 
Ile cxrbe you for it 4e why: Ile have it ſos 

lob. We doe but erave our owne. | 


E 2 Scar. Your 
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Scar. Your owne Sir: what's your owne ? 

Tho, Our portions given us by our Fathers will. 

lohn W hich here you ſpend. 

Tho, Conſume· 

John Wayes worſe than ill 

Scar, Ha, ha, ha. 

Euter Ilford. 

Hf. Nay, nay, nay, Will; prethee come away, we have a full gal- 
Jon of Sacke ſtayes in the fire for thee , thou muſt pledge it tothe 
Health of a friend of thine. 

Scar. Sirrah, who doeſt thinke theſe are, Francke ? 

Hf. VVho ? they are Fidlers, I thinke ; if they be, I prethee ſend 
them into the nextroome, and let them ſcrape there, weele lend to 
them preſently. 

Scar. They are my Brothers, Franke, come out of Yorke-ſhire, 
To the Taverne here , to asketheir Portions : 

They call my pleaſures, Riots; my Company Leproes ; and like a 
Schoole-boy, they would tutor me. 

AH O thou ſhouldſt have done well to have bound them pren- 
tices when they were young, they would have made a couple of 
good ſawcie Taylors, 

The. Taylors? | 

If. 1 Birdlime , Taylors? Taylors are good men, and in the 
Terme time they weare good cloathes. Come, you mult learne more 
manner, as to ſtand at your Brothers back, to ſhift a trencher neat» 
Iy, and tale a cup of Sacke, and a Capons leg contentedly. 

Tho, You ares ſlave, that feeds upon my brother like a flie, 
Poyſoning where thou doſt ſucke. 

Scar. Lou lie. 

lobn O, (to my griefe I ſpeake it) you ſhall find, 

There's no more difference in a Taverne-ha unter, 
Than is betweene a Spittle,and a Beggar. 
Tho. Thou work ſi on him like Tempeſts on a Ships 

Ieh. And he the worthy Trafficke that doth ſinke, 

Tho. Thou mał ſt his name more loathſome than a grave · 

Toh. Liv'ſt like a Dog, by vomit» 

Tho, Die a ſlave. 

Here they arawe Wentlor & Bartley come in. & the two Vintners Boyer 
with Clubbes:all ſet upon the two Bret vers, Butler Scarborowes man 


come: in, ſtands by, ſees them fight gakes part with neu her. 
* But. Doe, 
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But. Doe, fight : 1 love you all well, becauſe you were my old 
Maſters ſons ; but Ile neither part you, nor be partaker with you - 
I come to bring my Maſter newes, hee hath two ſonnes borne at 
a birth in Yorke-ſhire, and I find him together by the eares with 
his Brothers ina Taverne in London. Brother and B:other at ods, 
tis naught : ſure, it was not thus inthe dayes of Charitie, VV hat's 
this world like to? Faith juſt like an In-keepers chamHber-port:, re- 
ceives all waters, good and bad; it had need of much ſcowring. 
My old Maſter kept a good Houſe, and twenty or thirty talt Sword 
and Buckler · men about him: and yfaith his Sonne differs not much, 
hee will have mettle too; tho hee have no ſtore of Cutlers blades, 
he will have plenty of Vintners pots. His Father kept a good honie 
for honeſt men his Tenants, that brought him in part * and his 
Sonne keepes a badde Houle with Knaves, that helpe to couſume 
all. Tis but the change of Time : why ſhonld any man repine at 
it? Crekets , good loving and luckie wormes were wont to feed, 
ſing, and rejoyce in the Fathers Caimn-y : and now, carrion 
Crowes build in the Sonnes Kirchin : could be forry for it, but 
I am too old to weepe. VVellthen, I will goe tell him newes of 
his off-ſpring. Ext, 

Enter the two brothers, Tho. and lob. Scarborow hurt, & the ir Siſter. 

Sit. Alas good Brothers, how came this miſchance? 

The. Our portions, our brother hath given us our portions, 
Siſter, hath hee not? 

Siſt. He would notbe ſo monſtrous, Tam ſures 

Jeb. Excuſe him not, hee's more degenerate, 
Than greedy Vipers that devoure their Mother, 
They eate on her hut to preſerve themſelves; 
And hee conſumes himſelfe, and beggers us. 

A Taverne is his Inne, where among ſlaves, 
He ł lies his ſubſtance, making Pots the graves 
To bury that which our fore-fathers gave. 

I ask't bim for our portions, told him that you 
Were brought to London and we were in want, 
Humbly we crav'd our owne ; when his reply 
Wa, Hee knew none we had, beg, ſtarve, or die. 

S i, Alas, what courle is left for us to liveby then? 

Tho. Intreth ſiſter, we two to beg in the fields, 
And you, to betake your ſelſe to the old trade, 
Filling of (mall Cannes in tlie Snburbes. 
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Sift. Shall 1 be left then like a common road, 
That every Beaſt that can hut pay his tole, 

May travell over, and like to Cammomile, 
Flouriſh the better being trodden on. 
Emer Butler, bleeding. 

But. Well, 1 will not curſe him he feeds now upon Sacke and 
Anchoves with a pox to him; but if he be not faine before he dies 
to eat acornes, let me live with nothing but pollerd, and my mouth 
be made a Cucking-(toole for every Scold to ſet her tayle on. 

T ho. How now Butler, what's the meaning of this? 

Bat. Your brother meanes to lame as many as hee can, that when 
he is a beggar himſelfe, he may live with them in the Hoſpitall. His 
wife ſent me out of Yorke-ſhire, to tell him that God had bleſt him 
with two Sonnes : he bids a plague of them, a vengeance of her; 
croſſes me ore the pate, and ſends mee to the Surgeons to ſeeke 
ſalve : I lookt at leaſt he ſhould have given me a brace of Angels 
for my paines- 

The. Thou haſt not loſt all thy longing, 1 am ſure he hath given 
thee a crackt Crowne- 

Bat. Aplague on his fingers, I cannot tell, he is your brother, and 
my Maſter, I would be loath to propheſie of him; but whoſoever 
doth curſe his children being infants, ban his wife lying in child 
bed, and beats his man brings him newes of it, they may be borne 
rich, but they ſhall live ſlaves, be Knaves, and die beggars. 

Siſt. Did te doe ſo? 

But. Geſſe you, hee bid a plague of them, a vengeance on her, 
and ſent mee to the Surgeons. 

Sit. Why then I ſee there is no hope of him 
Some Husbands are te ſpectleſſe of their wives, 

During the time that they are iſſueleſle, 

But none with Infants bleft can nouriſh hate, 

But love the Mother for the Childrens ſake, 
lob. But hee that is given over unto ſinne, 

Leproſed therewith without, and ſo within: 

O Butler, we were iſſue to one Father 

But, And hee was an honeſt Gentleman. 

Job. Whoſe hopes were better than the Sunne he left, 
Should ſet ſo ſoone , unto his Honſes ſhame 2 
He lives in Tavernes , ſpending of his wealth, 


And here his Brothers and di ſtreſſed Siſter, Not 
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Not having any meanes to helpe us with. 
Tho. Not a Scots Baubee (by this hand) to bleſſe us wich · 
Toh. And not content to tyot out his owne, 

But he detaines our portions ; ſuffers us 

In this ftran ge ayre, open to every wracke, 

Whilft hee in ryot [wimmes, to be in lacke. 

But. Themore's the pitie. 

Ss. j know not what incourſe to take me to, 

Honeſtly I faine would hve: What ſhall t doe? 

Bat. Sooth Ile tell you: your brother hath hurt us, 

We three will hurt you, and then goe all to a Spittle together. 
Sit ſeſt not at her, whoſe burden is too gtiev ous ; 
But rather lend a meanes how to relieve us. 

But. Well, I doe pitie you, and the rather, becauſe you ſay, you 
would faine live honeſt, and want meanes for it: for Ican tell you, 
tis as ſtrange here, to ſee a Mayd faire, poore, and honeſt, as to 
ſee a Collier with a cleane face: Maydes here doe live (eſpecially 
without maintenance) 

Like Mice going to 4 Trap, 

Ti:ey mbble long, at laſt they get a clap» : 
Your Father was my good Benefactor, and gave me a houſe whillt 
I live, to-put my head in: I would be loath then to ſee his onely 
Davghter, tor want of meanes, turne puncke ; I have a drift to keepe 
you honeſt, (have you a care to ke-pe your ſelves ſo) yet you ſhall 
not know of it for womens tongues are like fives , they will hold 
nothing, they have power to vent. You two will further me ? 

lohn. In any thing, good honeſt Butler. 

Tho. It 't be to take a purſe, le be one. 

But. Perhaps thou ſpeakett rightet than thou art aware of: well, 
as chance is, I have received my wages: there is fourty ſhillings for 
you, Ile ſet you in a lodging; and till you heare from us, let that 
provide for yon: weele firſt tothe Surgeons, 

To keepe you honeſt, and to krepe you brave; 
For ouce an honeſt man will turne a Nabe. Exeunt- 
Enter Searborow having a Boy carrying 4 Torch with him, 
Il foro, Wentloe, and Bartley. 

Scar. Boy, Beate the Torch faite: Now | am arm'd to fight with 
a Wind-mill, and to take the Wall of an Emperour : Much rinke,no 
money: a heavy head and a light paire of heeles» 


Went, O ſtand man. 
Scar. 1 
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Scay. I were an excellent creature to make a Punke of; I ſhould 
downe wich the leaſt touch of 2 Knaves finger: thou haſt made a 
good night of this; V Vhat hall wonne Fraser 

If. A matter of nothing, ſome hundred pounds. 

Scar. This is the Hell of all gameſters; I romke when they are 
at play, the board eats up all the money: for if there be five hun- 
dred pouad loſt , there's never but a hundred poand won. Boy, 
take the wall of any man: and yet by light, ſuch deeds of darke- 
ne ſſe may not bee. Put out the Torch, 

Went, What doeſt meane bythat, #47? a 

Sca. To ſave charges, and to walke like a fury, with a firebrand in 
my hand: every one goes by the light, ard weele goe by the ſmoake. 

Enter Lord Faulen bridge. 

Scar. Boy, keepe the wall : I will not budge for any man, by 
theſe Thumbes; and the paring of the Nayles ſhall Ricke iu thy teeth, 
got for a world, 

Lord, Who's this, young Scarborow ? 

Scar, The man that the Mare rid on. 

Lord. Is this the reverence that yon owe to mee? 

Scar. You ſheuld have brought mee up better then. 

Lord, That vice ſhould thus transforme Manto a Beaſt. 

Scar. Goeto, your name's Lord; Ile talke with you when you'r 
out of debt, and have bettercloathes. 

Lord. I pitie thee, even with my very ſoule- 

Scar. Pitie inthy throat, I can drinke Muſcadine and Egges, 
and muld *acke : doe you heare? you put a peece of turn'd Stufte 
npon mee but Iwill 

Lord, What will you doe, Sir? 

Scar. Pile in thy way, and that's no ſlander, 

Lord. Your ſober blood will teach you otherwiſe. 

Enter Sir William Scarborow, 

Sr. . My honourd Lord, you'r happily well met- 

Lord. II met, to fee your Nephew in this caſe; 
More like a brute Beaſt, than a Gentleman. 

S*. #il.Fie Nephew, ſhame you not, thus totransforme your ſelfe ? 

Fear. Can your Noſe ſmell a Torch? 

A, Be not fo wild, it is thine Vnekle Scarborow, - 

Se, Mby. then tis the more likely tis my Fathers brother. 

Sr. #41, Shame to out Name, to make thy ſelfe a beaſt 3 
Thy body werthy borne, and thy youths breaſt — 
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Tild in due time, for better diſcipline- 
Lord. Th — —— to a Noble houſe, 
Rich in and poſteritie; 
V Vhieh ſhould call home — unſtayd affections. 
Sr. ill. Where thou mal ſt havocke. . 
Lord. Ryot, ſpoyle, and waſte, 
Sr. l. Of what thy Father left. 
Lord. And liveſt diſgraſt. 5 
Scas lle ſend you ſhorter to heaven, than you came to the earth: 
Doe you Catechize ? doe you Catechize ? 
Hee drawes, and ſtribes at tbem. 
1/. Hold, hold; doe you draw upon your Vackle? 
Scar. Pox of that Lord 
Weele meet at Miter ; where weele 4 downe ſorrow, 
We are drunke to night, and ſo weele be to morrow- - Exeum. 
Lord. Why now I ſee, what I heard of, I belee d not: 
Your Kinſman lives- 
Sr. Will. Like to a Swine» 
Lord. A perfect Epythice, hee feeds on draffe, 
And wallowes in the myre, to make men laugh. 
I pitie him. 
Sc. ill. No pitie's fit for him. 
Lord. Yet weele adviſe him. 
Sr. ill. He is my Kinſmany ., | 
Lord, Being inthe pit where many doe fall in, 
We will both comfort him, and counſell bim. Exeunt- 
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A noiſe within crying, Follow, follow, follow : then enter Butler, 
Tho. and Job. Scarberow , with mony bags- 
g — 2 mo — doe now, Butler? | 
ute A man ter line a good handfome paire of 
before his time, than be bore — doe — 15 
mothers milke*s not wrung out of their Noſe yet; 
more how to behave themſelves in this boneſt and call 


of Purſe-taking, than I doe to peece ſtockings. 
Within, This way, this way, this way: 
Both. Stoot, what (hall we doenow ? 


F But, See, 
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But, See,if they doe not quake like a trembling Aſpe-leafe,and 
looke more miſerable , than one of the wieked Elders pictor'd in 
the paintedeloth, ſhould they but come to'th credit to be arraignd 
for their valour before a worſhipfull Bench, their very looks would 
hang em, and they were indighted but for ſtealing of Egges. 

Within. Follow, follow, this way follow. 

Thos Butler. 

Ich. Honeſt Butler. 

But. Squat, heart ſquat, creepe me into theſe Buſhes, 

And lie me as cloſe tothe ground, as you would doe to a wench- 

Tho. How good Butler, (hew us how ? 

But. By the Moone, Patronefſe of all Purſe-takers, who wonld 
be troubled with ſuch changelings ? ſquat, heart ſquat · 

Tho. Thus, Butler. 

Bat. 1 ſo ſuckling , fo , ſtitre not now; if the peering Rognes 
ehanee ro, goe over you, yet ſtirte not 1 younger Brothers call 
you'em, and have no more forecaſt , I am aſhamed of you: theſe 
are ſuch whoſe fathers had nee leave them money, even to make 
them ready withall ; for by theſe hilts, they have not wit to button 
their ſleeves without teaching: cloſe, ſquat, cloſe. Now if the lot of 
hanging doe fall to my ſhare, ſo then the Fathers old man drops 
for his young Maſters If it chanee it ehknees; and when it chan» 
ces, Heaven and the Sheriffe ſend mea good Rope; I would not go 
vp the Lather twiee for any thing: in the mene time, preventions, 
honeſt ions doe well, off with my skinme; ſo, you on the 

nd, and 1 to this Tres to efcepe the Gaffowes, 

Within. Follow, follow, follow. 

Ber. Doe, follow; if I doe not deceive you, Ile bid a pox of this 
wit, and hang with a good grace, | 

Emer Sir lobn with two or three others with bim. 

Har, Vp to this Wood they rooke ; ſexrchneare my frieads, I am 
this morne tob d of three hundred pound. ear” 

Bat. 1 am ferry there wu not foure to ha made even money; 
Now by the Devils bornes, tis fit Ieh Harcey. | 

He. Laavenot a Baſh unbeat, nor Tree unſeateht; 
222 rer 

But. There's no body ¶ I perteive) bur may He at ſome time, 

For one of them climb” — — | | 

1. Sund, heare a yoyce ; and here's an Owe man * - 

ut. Yon 
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thumbes,then fagoted you and the foole your 
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But. You lie, tis an old Serving-man in a Nut · tree · 

2. Sitrah; ſir, hat make you in that Tree ? 

Nut. Gatheting of Nuts, that ſuch fooles as you are, may cracke 
the ſhels, and I eate the kernels. 

Har. What Fellow*s that? 

But. Sit John Harcop, my noble Knight, I am glad of your good 
bealth, yon beate your age faire, you keepe a good houſe, I ha fed 
at your boord, and bin drunke in your Buttery- 

Hay. But firrah, firrah ; What make you in that Tree ? 

My Man and I, at foot of yonder Hill, 
Were by three Knaves rob'd of three hundred pound · : 

But. A (hrewd loſſe berlady Sir; but your good Worſhip may 
now ſee the fruit of being miſerable : You will ride but with one 
man to ſave horſe-meat and mans-meat at your Inne at night, and 
loſethree hundred pound in a morning. 

Har. Sirrah, I ſay I ha loſt three hundred pound- 

Bat. And I ay fir, I wiſh all miſerable Knights might be ſerved 
{0 : For had you kept halfe a dozen tall fellowes,as a manof your 
coat ſhould — they would have helpt now to keepe your money · 

Har. But tell me fir, Why lurkt you in that Tree ? * 

But. Marry, I will tell yon Sir. Comming to the top of the Hill, 
where you (Right worſhipfull) were rob'd at the bottome, and 
ſecing ſome a ſcuffling together, my minde 2. ave me, there 
were Knaves abroad : Now fir, I ing my ſelle to be old, tou 
and unwieldy , not being able to doe as I would ; as much as to lay, 
Reſcue you (Right worſhiptull) I, like an honeſt man, one of the 
Tags liege people, anda good ſubjet— 

erv. But a ſayes well, Sir. 

But, Got me uptothe top of that Tree : the Tree (if it could 
— would beate me witneſſe, that there I might ſee which way 
the Knaves tooke, then to tell you of it, and you, Right worſhip- 
ty to ſend Hue to cry aft em. 

ar. Was it ſo? 

But. Nay, twas ſo, fir» 

Har. Why, then I tell thee, they teoke into this Wood- 

Ber. And I tell thee (ſerting thy Worſhips Knighthood afide) 
he lyes in his throat that ſayes ſo- Had not one of them a White 
Frocke ? Did they not bind your Worſhips —— by the 

man, 


acketo backe? 
(Mar. 
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Ian, He ſayes true. 
But. Why then ſo truly, came they not into this Wood, but tooke 
over the Lawnes, and left Finno tteeple on the left hand. 
Har. It may be ſo : by this they are out of reach; 
Well, farewell it. 
Bat. Ride with more men good Knight. 
Har. It ſhallteach me wit. Exit Harcop with followers, 
But, So, If this be not plaid a weapon beyond a Schollers Prize, 
let me be hiſt at. Now to the next- Come out you Hedg-hogs. 
The. O Buthr,thou deſetv'ſt to be chronicled for this. 
Bur. Doe not belie me, If I had my right, I deſerve to be hanged 
fort. But come downe with your duft, our mornings purchaſe, 
T ho. Here tis, thou haſt plaid well. Thou deſerveſt two ſhares in it. 
But, Three hundred ponnd ; A pretty breake-faft : Many a man 
workes hard all his dayes, and never ſees halſe the money. But 
come, though it be badly got, it ſhall be better beſtowed. But doe 
heare Gallants , I ha not taught yon this trade to get your livings 

y : Vie itnot , for if you doe, — 1 ſcap't by the Nut · tree, 
be ſare youle ſpeed by the Rope : But for your paines at this time 
there's a hundred pounds for you; how you ſhall beſtow it. Ile, 
give you inſtructions. But doe you heare , Looke you goe not 
to your Gilles, your Punkes, and your Cock-tricks with it: If I heare 
you doe, asI am an honeſt Theefe , tho I help't you now out of 
the Bryers, lle be a meanes yet, to helpe you to the Gallowes · How 
the reft ſhall be employed, I have determined, and by the way lle 
make you acquainted with it. 

To ſteale is bad, but taken where is fore, 
The fault the leſſe, being done, to helpe the poor. Exeunt. 
Emer Wentloe, Bartley, and Ilford, with 4 
a Letter in h1s hand. a 
IH. Sure I ha ſed my prayers, and liv d vertuouſly alate, that this 
ood fortune s befalne me · Looke Gallants : I am ſent for to come 
— to my Fathers buriall, 

Went. Zut duſt meane to gos? 

Hf. Troth no, lle goe downe to tale poſſeſſion of his land, let 
the Countrey bury him, and they will: Ile Ray here a while, to ſave 
charges at his Funerall, : 
But. And how doſt ſeele thy ſelſe Franke , now thy Father is 
dead? | 1 
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Tf. As did before with my hands: how ſhould I feele my ſelfe 
elſe ? But lle tell yon newes, Gallants- 
Went. What's that? Doſt meane now to ſerve God 
Hf. Faith partly, for F intend ſhortly to goe to Church, 
And from thence, doe faithfull ſervice to one Woman. 
Enter Butler. 
Bur. Good, 1 ha met my fleſh-hookes together. 
Bart. What, doſt meane to be married ? 
Hf. I Mungrell, married 
But, That's a baite for me. 
Hf. l will now be honeſtly married- 
Went. It's impoſſible, for thou hat bin a Whore-maſter this 


ſeaven yeare, ö 
If. Tis no matter, I will now marry, and to ſome honeſt Wo- 


man too; and ſo from hence, her Vertues ſhall bea countenance to 


my Vices. 

Bart. What ſhall ſhe be, prethee ? 
I. No Lady, no Widdow, nor no waighting Gentlewoman : 
for under protection, Ladies may lard their Hu>bands- heads, 
Widdowes will Woodcocks make , and Chamber-maids of Ser- 
ving-men learne that, theyle nere forſakes 

Went. Who wilt thou wed then, prethee ? f 

Hf. To any Maide, ſo ſhe be faire: to any Maide, ſo ſhe be rich: 
to any Maide, fo ſhe be young : and to any Maide, 

Bart, So ſhe be honeſt, 

If. Faith, tis no great matter for her honeſtie; for in theſe dayes, 
that's a Dowrie out of requeſt. ; 

But. From theſe Crabbes will 1 gather ſweetneſſ: : wherein 
Ie imitate the Bee, that ſuckes her Honey; not from the ſweeteſt 
Flowers, but Thyme, the bictereſt : So theſe, having bin the meanes 
to begger my Maſter , ſhall be the helpes to relieve his Brothers 
and Ser. 

HIF. To whom ſhall 1 now be a ſuter ? 

But. Faire fall ye Gallants. 

Hf. Nay, and ſhe be faire, ſhe ſhall fall ſure enough. 
Bntler, how iſt, good Butler? 

Bur, VVill you be made Gallants ? . 

Went, I, but not willingly Cuckolds, tho wee are now talking 


about Wives, 
F 3 Bats 
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Bat. Let your Wives agree of that after , will yon firſt be richly 
married ? 

All. How Butler ? richly married? 

But, Rich in Beauty, rich in Purſe, rich in Vertne,rich in all things: 
But Mum, Ile ſay nothing, I know of two or three rich Heyreg: Bur 
Cargo, my Fiddle-ſticke cannot play without Rozen: Avant. 

Went. Butler. a 

If. Doſt not know me Butler? 

But. For Kex , dried Kex, that in Summer ha bin ſo liberall to 
fodder other mens Cattell, and ſcarce have enough to keepe your 
owne in Winter. Mine are precious Cabinets,and muſt have precious 
Jewels put into them, and I know you to be Merchants of Stock- 
fiſh, dry meate, and not men for my market : Then vaniſh · 

I. Come, yeeold mad-cap you, what need all this? Cannot a 
man ha bin a little Whore-maſter in his youth, but you muſt upbraide 
him with it, and tell him of his defects, which when hee is married, 
his wife ſhall find in him? Why, my Father's dead man now, who 
by his death hath left me the better part of a thouſand a yeere. 

But. Tut, ſhe of Lancaſhire has fifteene hundred. 

If. Let me have her then, good Butler. 

But, And then ſhe the bright beauty of Leyſterſbire, has a thou- 
ſand; nay thirteene hundred a yeare, at leaſt+ 

IH. Or, let me have her, honeſt Butler. 

But. Beſides, ſhe the moſt delicate, ſweete countenanſt, blacke- 
browd Gentle woman in Vorthamptonſbire, in ſubſtance equals the 
beſt of em. 

lf. Let me have her elſe,  - 

Bart. Or I. 

Went. Or I, good Hasler. 

But, You were beſt play the parts of right Fooles, and moſt deſpe- 
rate whore-maſters, and go together by the eares for them, ere ye ſee 
them · But they are the moſt rare featur d, well faced, excellent ſpoke, 
rare qualitied, vettuous, and worthy to be admired Gentlewomen- 

All. And rich, Batley ? 

But, (Ithat muſt be one tho they want all the reſt) And rich Ga- 
—— are from the utmoſt parts of Aſia, to theſe preſent confines 
of Exrope. | 

All. And wilt thou helpe us to them, Butler? 


Bat. Faith, tis to be donbred ; for precious Pearles will — — 
. oug 
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bought without precious ſtones, and | thinke there's ſeatee one indif- 
ferent one to be Bad berwix: you — ſinee there is ſome hope 
ye may prove honeſt, as by the death of your fathers you are proved 
rich, walke ſeverally, for I knowing you all three to be covetous Tug- 
mnttons, will not ttuſt you with the fight of each others beautie, but 
will ſeverally talle with you : and fince you have deigned in this 
needfull portion of wed locke, to be rul'd by me, Bier will moſt 
bountifully provide wives for you generally · 

All. Why that's honeſtly ſaid. : 

But, Why fo; and now firſt to you, fir Knight. 

4% Godamerey. | 

But. You ſee this conple of abhominable Woodcocks here. 

I A pox on them, abſolute Coxeombs. | | 

But You heard me tell them, I had intelligenee to give of three 
Gentlewomen- 

Tf, True. 

But, Now indeed fir, I ha but the performanee of one. 

If. Good: 

But. And her I doe intend for you, onely for you · 

TIF. Honeſt Butler. 

But. Now fir, ſhe being but lately come to this Towne , and ſo 
neerely watcht by the jealous eyes of her friends, (ſhe being a rich 
heyre) leſt ſhe ſhould be ſtolne away by ſome diflolute Prodigall, 
or deſperate· eſtated Spend-thrift, as you ha bin, fir. | 

44. O, but that's paſt, Z=tler. 

But, True, I knowꝰt, and intend now but to make uſe of them, 
flatter with them with nopeſull promiſes, and make them needfull 
inſtruments. 

Hf. Tohelpe me to the Wench ? It 01 

Bat. You ha hit it, which thus muſt be eſſected; firſt by keeping 


cloſe your purpoſe, 

Hf. Good. 511 5 | 

But, Alſo concealing fromthem, the lodging, beautie, and riches 
of your new, bucedmrable dine k | 


But. Of which your following happines, if they ſhonld know, 
either in envie of your good, or hope of their one advancement , 
they'd make our labours knownero the Gemlewomans Vnekles, and 
ſo our benefit be fruſtrate. | | : 

If. Admi- 
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If. Admirable, Butler. | | 

But. Which done, all's but this, being as you ſhall be brought 
into her company ; and by my praying your Vertnes, you get 
ſeſſion of her love, one morning __ tothe Tower; or to make all 
ſure , hire ſome ſtipendary Prieſt fer Money; for Money in theſe 
dayes, what will not be done ? And what will nota man doe for a 
rich wife? and with him, makeno more.adoe , but marry her in her 
Lodging; and being married, lie with her, and ſpare not · 

It Doe they not ſee us, doe they not fee us? Let me kiſſe thee, 
let me kiſſe thee Butler : let but this be done, and all the benefit, re- 
quitall, and happineſſe I can promiſe thee for t, ſhall be this, Ile be 
thy rich Maſter, and thou ſhalt carry my Purſe. 

But. Enough : mecte mee at her lodging ſome halfe an houre 
hence? Harke, ſhe lies 

IF. I ha't. 

But. Fayle not. 

TIf. Willl live? 

But. T will but ſhift off theſe two Rhinoceros- 

Hf. Wigens, Wigens, a couple of Guls. 

But, With ſome diſcourſe of hope to wive them too, and be with 
you ſtraight. 

if. Bleſt day: my love ſhall be thy cuſhion, honeſt Butler. Ex. 

But. So; nowto my t'other Gallants. | 

Went, O Butter, we ha bin in paſſion at thy tediouſneſſe. 

But. Why looke you? I had all this talke for your gabd- 

Bart. Had'ſt ? * 

Bar. For, you know the Knight is but a ſeurvy - proud, ptating 
Prodigall, licentious, unneceſſar) 

wert. An Aſſe, an Aſſe, an Aſſe. | | 

But. Now you beard mee tell him, I had three wenches in ſtore: 

Bart. And he would ha had them all , would he ? 

But, Heare me; tho hee may live to be an Oxe, hee had not now 
ſo much of the Goat in him 5'but onely hopes for one of the three 
when indeed I ha but two; and knowing you to be men of more, 
Vertue, and dearer in my reſpect, intend them to be yours. 

Wen. We ſhall honour thee» | 

Bart. But how, Butler ? | > Uh \ 

But. I amnow. going to their place of reſidence, ſcituate in the 
choyſeſt place of the Citie , at the ſigne of the Wolfe, juſt 10 

0 — 
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Gold-ſmiths-row , where you ſhall meet me ; but aske not for 
me, enely walke too and fro: and to avoide ſuſpicion, you may 
ſpend ſome conference with the Shop-keepers Waves they have 
ſeates built a purpoſe for ſuch familiar entertainment; where from 2 
Bay window which is oppoſite, I will make you knowne to your de- 
| fired beauties, commend the good parts you have. 

ent · Bith'maſle, mine are very few- 

But. And win a kind of defire (as Women are ſoone on,) to 
make you be beloved; where you ſhall firſt kiſſe, then wooe, at 
length wed, and at laſt bed, my noble hearts. 

Both, O Butler? 

But, Wenches, bona robes , bleſſed Beauties, without colour or 
counterfait. Away, put on your beſt cloathes , get you'to the Bar- 
bers, curle up your ha ite, walke with the beſt ſtrouts you can: you 
ſhall ſee more at the window, and I ha vow'd to make you 

Bart. Wilt thou 

But. Both fooles : and Ile want of my wit, but Ile doo'c 

Bart. We will live together as ſellowes. 

ent. As Brothers. 

But, As arrant Knaves : if I keepe you company. 

O, the moſt wretched ſeaſon of this time ; 
Theſe men, like Fiſh, doe ſwimme within one ſtreame; 
Yetthey'd eate one another, making no conſcience 
To drinke with them they'd poyſon; no offence, 
Berwaixt their thoughts and actions, have comroule, 
But head - long run, like an unbiaſt Bowle. 
Yet I will throw them on, but like to him 
At play , knowes how to looſe, and when to win, 

Enter Thomas and John Scarborow, 

Tho. Butler. 

But. O, are you come, and fit as I appointed? ſo, tis well, 
You know your kues, and have inſtructions how to beare your 
ſelves: All, all is fit, play but your part, your Rates from hence are 


firme. E x8. 
Ioh. What ſhall I terme this Creature ? not a man, 


Betwixt this, Butler leades Ilſord in. 
Hee f not of mortals temper, but hee's one, 
Made all of goodneſſe,tho of fleſh and bone : 
O Brother, Brother, but for that honeſt man, 


G Armnecre 
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As neere to miſery had bin our breath, 
As where the thundring pellet ſtrikes is death. 

ue. I, my ſhift of ſhirts, and change or cloathes, know?'r, 

loh. Weele tell of bim like Bels, whoſe muſicke rings 
On Coronation day, for joy of Kings, 

That bath preſerv'd their ſteeples, not like towles, 
That {ummons living teares , for the dead ſoules, 
Enter Butler, ano Ilford above. 

But, Gods precious, ſee the hell Sir, even as yon bad new kili,and 
were about to court her, if her Vackles be not come» 

if. A plague on the ſpite on't. 

Aut. But tis no matter fir , ſtay you here in this vpper chamber, 
and e Ray beneath with her, tis teanets one you ſhall heare them 
talke now of the greaine ſſe of her poſſeſſions, the care they have 
to ſee her well beftowed, the admirable neſſe of her vertnes ; all 
Which for all their comming, ſhall be but happineſſe ordained for 
yon, and by my meanes be your inheritance. | 

If. Then thou't ſhift them away, and keepe me from the fight 
of them? 

But, Have I not promiſt to make you? 

I. Thou haſt. 

But. Goetothen, reſt here with patience, and be confident in 
my truſt ; onely in my abſence, you may praiſe God for the bleſſ:d- 
nes you have to come, and ſay your prayers if you will, lle but 
prepare her heart for entertainment of your love: diſmiſſe them for 
your free acceſſe, and retnrne ſtraight · 

If. Honeſt-bleR-naturall-friend , thou dealeſt with mee like a 
brother, Butler ſure Heaven bath reſerved this man towearegray. 
baires to doe mee good: now will I liſten , liſten cloſe, to ſucke in 
her Vnckles words witha rejoyeing eare- 

Tho, As wewere ſaying, Brother , 

Where ſhall we finde a Husband for my Neece ? 

Hf. Marry, ſhee ſhall find one here, tho you little know't, 
Thanks honeſt Butler, 

Toh. Sheeis left rich in money, Plate, and Jewels. 

1/f. Comfort, comfort to my ſoule. 

The. Hath all ber Manner houſes richly furniſhed, 

1if. Good, good; lle find imployment for them. 

But, within. Speake loud enough, that he may heare you. A 

To . I 


The Miſaries of inforſt Marriage, 
Toh, T rake her Rate to be about a thouſand pound a yeare» 
If. And that which my father hath left me, will make it about 
fifteene hundred : Admirable. 
Jab. Tn debt to no man: then muſt our naturall care be, 
As ſheis wealthy, to ſee het married well. 
11f. And that ſhe ſhall be, as well as the Pneſt ean; 
He ſhall not leave out a word on't, 
The. Ithinke ſhe has. — 
If. What, a Gods name? 
The. About foure thouſand pound in her great Cheſt, 
If. And lle find a vent for't, I hope. 
Toh. She is vertuous, and ſhe is faite. 
If. And (he were foule, being rich, I would be glad of her 
But, Piſh 3 piſh- . 
144, Come, weele goe viſit her; but with this care, 
That to no ſpend-thrift we doe marry her. i 
1/f. You may chance be deceived (old gray. beards) here's he will 
ſpend ſome of it, thanks, thanks, honeſt Butler. Now doe I ſee the 
happineſſe of my ſuture eſtate, I walk me as to morrow , being the 
dayafier my marriage , with my fourteeve men in Livery cloakesat- 
ter me , and ſteptothe wall in ſome chiefe ſtreet of the Citie, tho 
I ha no occaſion to ule it, that the Shop-keepers may take notice 
how many followers ſtand bare to mee; and yet in this latter age, 
the keeping of men being not in requeſt , I will tume my aforeſaid 
fourteene into two Pages, and two Coaches: I will get my ſelfe into 
grace at Court, run head - long into debt, and then looke ſcurvily 
vpon the Citie, I will walke you into the Preſence in the aſter- 
noone , having put on a richer ſute than I wore in the morning, 
call Boy, or Sirra : I will ha the grace of ſome great Lady, though 
I pay for't; and at the next Triumphs run at Tilt, that when I run 
my courſe, though I breake not my Lance, ſhe may whiſperto her 
ſelfe, looking upon my Jewell , Well run my Knight: 1 will now 
keepe great Horſes , ſcorning to have 2 queane to keepe mee; in- 
deed 1 will pra ctiſe all the gallaninie in uſe; for by a Wife comes 
my ha ppineſſe. Enter Butler. 
Bat . Now Sir, you ha heard her Vncles; and how doe ye like them ? 
Tif.O Butler they ha made good thy words, & I am raviſſu with the, 
Rut. And having ſeene, and kiſt the Gentlewoman, how doe 


you like her? 
G 2 HF. 0 
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HF. O Butler, beyond diſcourſe, ſhee's # Paragon for a Prince, 

then a fit implement for a Gentleman, beyond my Element. 
Ext. Well then, ſince you like her, and by my meanes, ſhee ſhall 

like you: Nothing reſts now, but to have you married. 

If True Butler, but withall to have her portion. 

But. Tor, that's ſure yours when you are married once, for tis hers 
by inheritance: but doe you loye her ? 

44%. O, with my ſoule. 

Put. Ha you ſworne as much? 

117, Torhee, to her, and ha cald heaven to witnes- 

Ant. How ſhall I know that ? 

Hf. Butler, here I proteſt, make yowes irrevocable. 

But. Vpon your knees? 

11f. Vpon my knees, with my heart and ſoule I love her: 

But, Will live with her? Ilf. Will live with her. 

Hut. Marricher,and maintaine her? 

If. Marry her, and maintaine her- 

But. For her, forſake all other women? 

117. Nay, for her, forſweare all other women 

_ int, In all degrees of love? 

_ Hf. In all degrees of Love ; either to court, kiſſe, give private fa- 

Yours , ot uſe private meanes ; lle doe nothing that married men be- 

ing cloſe whore-malters doe, ſo I may have her. 
But, And yet yon having beene an open Whore-maſter , I will 
not beleeve you, till I heare you ſweare as much in the way of 

contract, tobe ſelte, and call mee to be a witneſſe · 

11f. By Heaven, by Barth, by Hell, by all that mancan ſweare, 

Iwill, io l may have her. | 
But, Enough. | 

Thos at firſt fight, raſh men to women ſweare, 

When ſoch Oaths broke, heaven grieves, and ſhedsa teare : 

But ſhee's come, ply her,ply ber · Enter Scarborows ſiſter. 
Hf. Kind Miftris, as I proteſted, ſo againe I'vow; yfaith I love you- 
Sit. And I am not Sir, ſo uncharitable, 

To hate the man that loves mee. 

Hf. Love mee then, 
The which loves you, as Angels love good men; 
Who wiſheth them to live with them for ever, 


In that high bliſſe, whom Hell cannot difſever- 5 
ut. 


Winks 
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Bat. Ile ſteale away, and leave them, as wiſe men doe, 

Whom they would match, let them have leave to wooe. Exit. 

It. Miſtris, I know your worth is beyond my deſert, yet by my 
prailing of your vertues, I would not have you, as women ule to 
doe , become proud- - 

Siſt. None of my aſſections are prides children,nor a kin to them. 

If. Can you love me then? 

Siſt. Jean, for I love all the world; but am in love with none, 

If. Vet be in love with me, let your affections 
Combine with mine, and let our ſoules, 

Like Turtles, have a mutuall [ympathy, 

Whe love fo well, that they together die: 

Such is my life , who covets to expire, 

If it ſhould looſe your love. | . 

Sit. May I beleeve you? | 

Hf. Introth you may: 

Your life's my life , your death my dying day. 

Siſt. Sir, the commendations I have received from Butler, of 
your Birth and Worth, together with the Judgment of mine owne 
eye, bids me beleeve, and love you. 

Hf. O ſeale it with a kiſſe: 

Bleſt houre , my life had never joy till this- 
Enter Went loe, and Bartley beneath. * 

Bart. Here- about is the houſe ſure. 

Went. We cannot miſtake it, for here's the ſigne of the VVolſe 
and the Bay- window. nter Butler above. 

Bat. VVhat fo cloſe? Tis well, I have ſhifted away your Vneles, 
Miſtris : But ſee the ſpite , Sir Francis, if yon ſame couple of ſmel - 
ſmockes, Wentloe and Bartley, ha not ſented after us. | 

if. Apox oem, what ſhall we doe then, Butler? 

But. What, but be married ſtraight man? 

Tf. I but how, Butler? 

But. Tut, I never faile at a dead lift; 

For to perfect your bliſſe, I have provided you a Prieſt. 

11f. Where ? Prethee Butler, where ? 

But. Where but beneath in her chamber? 1 ha fil'd his hands with 
Coyne,and he ſhall tie you faſt with words,he ſhall cloſe your hands 
in one, and then do clap your ſelfe into her ſheets , and ſpare not. 
I. Olweet» Fit ford with Sitter. 

© 3 f | Bat. 
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But. Downe, downe, 'tis the onely way for you to get up. 
Thus inthis taske, for others good I toyle, 

And ſhe kind Gentlewomam weds her ſelfe, 
Having beene ſcarcely woo'd,and ere her thoughts 
Havelzarr'd to love him, that being her Husband, 
She may releeye her brothers in their wants; 

She marries him to helpe her neereſt kinne, 

1 make the match, and hope it is no ſinne« 

Went, Sfut, it is (curvy walking for us ſo neere the two Counters : 
would he would come once. 

Bart. Maſſe hee's yonder : Now Butler. 

But. O gallants, are you here? I ha done wonders for you, eom- 
mended you to the Gemle women, who having taken note of your 
good legs, and good faces, have a liking to you, meet me beneath. 

Both, Happy Butler. ExitWenloe, and Bartley, 

But, They are yours, and you are theirs, meet me beneath I ſay. 
By this they are wedded , I, and perhaps have bedded. 
Now followers whether (knowing ſhe is poore ) 


Heele ſmeare he lowd her, as he ſwore before. Exit. But. | 
LCTVS 
0 Enter Ilford, with Scarborowes ſiſter; 


Hf. Ha Sirrha, who would ha thought it? I perceive now a wo- 
man may be a Mayd , be married, and looſe her Mayden-head, and 
all "in halſe an houre : and how doſtlike me now, Wench ? 

Sift, As doth befit your ſervant, and your wife, 

That owe you love, and dutie all my life. 

If. And there ſhall be no love loſt, nor ſervice neither, Ile doe 
thee ſervice at boord, and thou ſhalt doe me ſervice at bed Now 
muſt I as young married men uſe to doe, kiſle pull — out of my 
youn with Thou art my (weet Rogue, my Lambe, my pigſny, my 
play-fellow, my prety prety any thing; come a buſſe prethee, ſo 
tis my kind heart, and wats thou what now 

Sit. Not till you tell me, Sir. 

1If. I ha got theg ich child in my conſcience, and like a kinde 
Husband , me thinks I breed it for thee. For lam already ſicke at 


my ſtomacke , and long extremely. Now muſt thou be my 8 
| u 
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full Phyſician , and provide for me · 

Sift. Even to my blood, 

What's mine, is yours, to gaine your peace or good 

if. What a kinde ſoule is this? could a man have found a greater 
content in a wife, if he ſhould ha ſought thorow the world for her? 
Prethee heart, as I ſaid. Tlong,and in good troth | do, and me thinks 
thy firſt child will be borne without 2 noſe, if I looſe my longing, 
tis but for a trifle too, yet me thinks it will doe me no good, unleſſe 
thou effect it for me. I could take thy Keyes my ſelfe, goe into thy 
cloſer, and reade over the Deeds and Evid nces of thy Land and in 
reading over them, rejoyce I had ſuch bleſt fortune to have ſo faire 
a wife, with ſo mach endowment ; and then open thy Cheſts, and 
ſurvey thy Plate, lewels, treaſure: But a pox on'c , all will do me no 
good, unleſl: thou effect it for me. 

Sit. Sir Iwill ſhew you all the wealth I have, 

Of Coyne, of Ie vels, and Poſſeſſions. 

af. Good gentle heart , Ile give thee another buſſe for that ; for 
that, give thee a nzw gowne to morrow morning, by this hand; 
doe thou but dreame what ſtuffe, and what faſhion thou wilt have 
it on, to night. : 

Siſt. The land I can eadow you with, is my Love: 

Theriches I poſſeſſe for you is Love: 
A Treaſure greater than is Land or Geld; 
It cannot be forfeit, and it ſhall nere be ſold. 

IF. Love, I know that, and Ile anſwer thee Love for Love in 
abundance . but come, prethee come, lets ſee theſe Deedes and 
Evidences ; this Money, Plate, and lewels : wilt ha thy Child 
borne without a noſe ?_If thou beeſt ſo careleſſe, ſpare not: why 
my little frappet you, I heard thy Vncles talkeof thy Riches, that 
thou haſt hundreds a yeare, ſeverall Lordihips, Manner-Houlſes , 
Thouſands of Pounds in your great Cheſt; Iewels , Plate, and 
Rings, in your little Boxe- 

Siſt. And for that Riches, you did marry me? 

Ils. Troth I did, as now adayes Batcheters doe, ſweare Ilov'd 
thee; but indeed married thee for thy wealth. 

Siſt. Sir, I beſeech you, ſay not your Oathes were ſuch, 

So like falſe Coyne, being put unto the touch ; 
Who beare a flouriſh in the outward ſhow 
Of a true — but indeed are not ſo: 
You 


The Miſeries of infor ff Marriage, 

You ſwore to me, I gave the like to you: 
Then as a Ship being wedded to the Sea, 
Does either ſaile , or ſinke, evenſo muitT : 
You being the Haven, to which my Hep: 1 mut flies 

If. True Chucke, Iam thy Heaven, and Hatbor too, 
And like a Ship 1 tookethee , who brings home Trealure, 
As thou to mee, the Merchant-Venturer. 

Siſt. What Riches Lam ballaſt with, are yours. 

Hf. That's kindly ſaid now. 

Siſt. If but with Sand, as I am but with Earth, 
Being your right of right, you mult receive me 
ha no other ladivg , but. my Love; 
Which in abundance I will render you: 
If other fraight you doe expeit my ſtore, 
Ile pay you Tees; my Riches are no more. 

Hf. How's this ? how's this? I hope you doe but jeſt. 

Sift, I am fifter to decayed Scarborow. 

Hf. Ha ? 

Ss}. Whoſe ſubſtance your inticements did conſume. 

1f, Worſe than an Ague. 

$1. Which as you did beleeve, ſo they ſuppoſed, 
Twas fitter for your ſelfe , than for another, 
To keepe the Siſter, had undone the Brother, 

IAH. I am guid by this hand: An old Gonni-catcher,and begnil'd: 
W here the pox now are my two Coaches, choiſe of Houſes, ſeve- 
tall Sutes 3 a plague on them, and I know not what ? Doe you 
heare Puppet, doe you thinke you ſhall not be damned for this, 
to cozen,a Gentleman of his hopes, and compell your ſelfe into 
Matrimony with a man whether he will or no with you: I ha made 
a faire match yfaith; will any man buy my commoditie out of my 
hand ? Ag God ſaveme, he ſhall have her for halfe the money ſhe 
colt mee. 

Enter Went loe, and Bartley. 

Went, O, ha we met you, Sir? 

Bart. What, turn'd Micher , ſteale a wife, and not make your 
old friends acquainted with it ? 

if. A pox on her : I would you had her. 

ent. Well, God give you joy: we can heare of your good fortune 
now tis done, tho we could not be acquainted with it afore-hand 1 

| Bart. As 
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Bart. As that you have two thouſand pounds a yeare- 
ment. Two or three Manner-houſes- 
Bart. A Wife, faire, rich, and vertuous. 
IIſ. Pretie yfaith, very pretie- 
Went, Store of Gold. . 
Bart. Plate in abundance. 
1f. Better, better, better- 
Went. And ſo many Oxen , that their hornes are able to ſtore all 
the Cuc kolds in your Conntrey- 
1If. Doe not make me mad, good Gent. doe not make me mad: 
T could be made a Cuckold with more patience, than indure this. 
Went. Foh , we ſhall have you turne proud now, 
Grow reſpectleſſe of your ancient acquaintance : 
Why Butler told us of it, who was the maker of the match for you. 
If. A pox of his furtherance. Gentlemen, as you are Chriſtians, 
vexe me no more: that I am married, I confeſlſe;a plague of the Fates, 
that Wedding and Hanging comes by Deſtiny : but tor the ciches ſhe 
has brought, beare witneſſe how Ile reward her, 
Sy. Sir. | | Kickes her. 
If. Whore; I, and Tade,Witch, Ill-fac't, Stinking · breath, Croo- 
ked-noſe, worſe than the Devill; and a plague on thee that ever 
I ſaw thee. | 
Bart, A . a Comedy · | 
Went. What's the meaning of all this? Is this the maske after 
thy marriage? | 
If. O Gentlemen, I am undone, l am undone ,for I am married; 
I that could not abide a woman, but to make her a whore; hated 
all ſhe-creatures, faire and poore; ſwore I would never marry, but 
to one that was rich, and to be thus conni-catcht. Who do you thinke 
this is Gentlemen ? | 
Went. Why your wife, who ſhould it be elſe? | 
I. That's my mis fortune; that marrying her in hope ſhe was 
rich, ſhe prooves to be the beggerly Siſter to the more beggerly 
Scarborow. 
Bart. How? 
Went. Ha, ha, has bk 
If. I, you may laugh, but ſhe ſhall cry as well as} , fort 
Bart, Nay, doe hot weepe, 
Went. He dus but counterfeit me , to delude us: he has — 
er 


The Miſeries of inforff Marriage. 


her partion of Land, Coyne, Plate, Iewels; and now difſembles 
thus, leſt we ſhould borrow ſome money of him. 

11f, And you be kind Gentlemen, lend me ſome; for having paid 
the Prieſt, I ha net ſo much left in the world, as will hire me a 
Horſetocarry me away from her. 

Bart. But art thou thus guld, infaith ? 

lf. Are you ſure you ha eyes in your head? 

Went. Why then, by her brothers ſeiting on, in my conſcience, 
who knowing thee now to ha ſomewhat to take to, by the death of 
thy Father; and that he hath ſpent her portion, and his owne poſ- 
ſeſſions, bath laid this plot, for thee to marry her; and ſo he to be 
rid of her himſelfe. 

Hf. Nay, that's without queſtion ; but lle be revenged of'em 
both · For you minxe : nay Sfoot, give'em me, or lle kicke elſe, 

Sh, Good, ſweete. 3 

Ii. Sweerte with a pox , you ſtinke in my noſe : give me your 
Jewels: Nay, Bracelets too. 

Sift. O me, maſt miſerable. 

11f. Out of my fight ; I, and out of my doores : for now, what's 
within this houſe is mine: and for your brother, 

He made this match , in hope to doe you good: 

Lind I weare this, for which , ſhall draw his blood. 
ment. A brave reſolution. Exit with Went , and Bartley» 
Bart. In which weele ſecond thee. 

Hf. Away, Whore; Out of my donres Whore. 

Siſt. O grieſe, that povertie ſhauld ha that power to t care 
Nen from themſelves, tho they wed, bed, and ſmear, 


Emer Thomas, and Jobs Scarborow, with Butler. 
Tho, How now Siſter ? 
Sift, Vndong, undone. 
But, Why Miſtris, How it ? how it? 
Sit. My Husband hach forſooke me · 
But. O perjurie- a 
Siſt. Has tane my le wels, and my Bracelets from me. 
Th. 2 plaid the theete for the money that bought em. 
Sit. Left me diſtteſt, and thruſt me forth of doores, 
T ho. Damnation an him, I will heare no mote; 
Bux for his wrong revenge me on my brother, 
Degenerate, 
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Degenerate, and was the eauſe of all, 
He ſpent our portion, and Ile ſee his fall. 

Job. O, but good brother. 

Tho, Perſwade me not, 
All hopes are ſhipwraQ, miſerie comes on, 
The comfort we did looke from him, is fruſtrate, 
All meanes, all 2 griefe) is gone : 
And all ſhall end by hu deſiruttion. 

Toh. Ile follow and , what inthis heat may happen, 
His want makes ſharpe his Sword ; too great 't the ill, . 
If that one brother ſhould another hill, Exit · 

Bat. And what will you doe, Miftris? 

St, Ile fit me downe, ſigh lond inſtead of word:, 

And wound my ſelfe with N theywith ſword: : 
And for the ſuſtenance that I cate, 
Ile feed an griefe ; tis woes beſt reliſht mate. 

But. Good heart, I pitie you, 

Yon ſhall not be ſo ernel] to your ſelfe, 

I have the poore Serving - mans allowance, 
Twelve - pence 2 day to buy me ſuſtenance, 
One meale a day Ile eate, the other faſt, 
To give your wants relieſe: And Miſtris, 
Be this — comfort to your miſerier, 

Ile ha thi 


Enter Scarborow. 

What isa Prodigall ? Faith like a Bruſh, 
That weares himſelſe, to floriſh otherscloathes, 
And having worne his heart even to the ſtumpe, 
Hee's throwne away like a deformed lumpe : 
Oh ſucham1 , I ha ſpent all the wealth, 
My anceſtors did purchaſe, made others brave 
In ſhapeand riches, and my ſelſe a knave. 
For tho my wealth raiſd ſome to paint their doore, 
Tis ſhut againſt me, ſaying, I am but poore: 
Nay, even the greateſt arme, whoſe hand hath grac't 
My preſence to the eye of Majeſty, ſhrinkes backe, 
His fingers clmeh, and like to lead. 
They are heavy to raiſe up my — dead: 

2 


Exit. 


ne cheeks, ere you ſpall ha wet eyes, Exeunt. 
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By which I finde, Spend - thriſis, (and ſuch am 19 
Like Strumpets flouriſh, but are foule within, 
And they liks Snakes, know when to caft: their rin. 


Enter Thomas Scar boro wm. 


The. Turne, draw, and die; I come to kill thee. 
Scar. What's he that ſpeakes lixe ſickneſſe ? Oh iſt you 
Sleepe ſtill, you eannot moove me: fare you well. 
Tho, Thinke not my fury flakes fo, or my blood 
Canevole it ſelſe, to tempet by refuſall : 
Turne, or thou dieſt. 
Scar. Away | 
Tho. I doe not wiſh to hill thee like to ſtaves, 
That tap men in their cups, and broth their hearts, 
Etre with a warning pceee they have wilt their eates: 
I would not like to ponder, ſhort thee downe 
To a flat grave, ere thou haſt thought to frowne: 
I am noCoward, but in manly termes, 
And faireſt oppoſitions vow to kill thee. 
Scar. From whence proceeds this heat ? 
Tho From ſparkles bred by thee, that like a villaine 
Scar. Ha. 
Tho. Ile holloe ic in thine eares till thy ſoule quake to heare it, 
That like a villaine haſt undone thy Brothers. 
Scar. Would thou wert not ſo neere me: Yet farewell. 
Tho. By nature, and herlawes, make us a kinne, ISS. 
As neere as are theſe hands, or ſinne to ſinne 
Draw, and defend thy ſelſe, or He forget 
Thou art a man- 
Scar, Would thou wert not my Brother. 
Tho. I diſclaime thee. "ha 
Scar. Are we not off-ſpring of one parent, wretch y © 
The. 1 doe forget i, pardon me the dead, | 
I ſhould deny the paines youbid for me-< 
My blood growes hot for vengeance , thou haſt ſpent 
My lives revenres, that out parents purehaſt. 
Scar. O doe not wracke me with remembrance on't> 
The, Thou haſt made my life a begger in this world, FER 
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And I will make thee bankrout of thy breath - 
Thou haſt bin ſo bad; the beſt that I can give, 
Thou art a Devill , not with men to lide. 


Scar, Then take a Devils payment. 


Here they make a paſſe one upon another, when at Scarborowy 
back, comes. in Ilford, Wentlot , and Bartley. 


TIF. He's here, draw Gentlemen. 

Went, Bar. Die Scarborow. 

Fear. Girt round with death. 

The. How, ſet upon by three ? Sfut feare not brother: you Cow- 
ards , three to one ? Slaves, worſe than Fenſers that weare long 
weapons : You ſhall bee- fought withall , you ſhall bee fought 
withall. 


Here the Brothers joyne, drive the reſt aut, 
and returne. 


Scar, Brother I thanke you, for you now have bin 
A patron of my life, forget the ſinne 
1 pray you, which my Jooſe and waſtfull hours, 
Have made againſt your Fortunes; I repent'em, 
And wiſh I could new joyn't and ſtrength your hopes, 
Tho with indifferent ruine of mine owne:; 
I have a many ſinnes, the thought of which 
Like finiſh't Needles, pricke me to the ſoule, 
But find your wrongs , to have the ſharpeſt point. 
If Penitence your loſſes might repaire, 
You ſhould be rich in wealth, and 1 in care. 
Tho, I doe beleeve you fir ; but I muſt tell you, 
Evilsthe which are gainſt another done, 
Repentance makes no ſatis faction | 
To him that feeles the ſmatt. Our Father, fir, 
Left in your truſt, my Portion; you ha ſpent it, 
And ſuffered me (whilſt you in ryots houle, 
A drunken Taverne, ſpil'd my maintenance 
Perhaps upon the ground, with over-flowne Cups; 
Like Birds in hardeſt Winter halſe-ſtarv d, to flic | 
| H 3 And 
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And picks up any feod, leaſt I ſhould die. 
Scar, I prethee, let us be at together. 
Tho, At peace, for what?for ſpending my Inheritance? 
By yonder Sunne, that every ſoule hath life by, 
As ſure as thou haſt life, lle fight with thee, 
Scar. Ile not be mooy'd unto'r. 
Tho, Ile kill thee then, wert thou now elaſpt 
Within thy mether, wife, or childrens armes. 
Scar. Would'ſt homicide? art ſo degenerate ? 
Then let my blood grow hot. 
Tho. For it ſhall coole. 
Scar. To kill rather than be kil'd, is man- hcods rule, 


Emer Johns Scarborow, 


Toh. Stay, let not your wraths meete. 
Tho. Hart, what mak' ſt thou here? 
Toh, Say, who are you? or you: Are you not one, 
That ſcarce can make a fit diſtinction 
Berwixt each other ? Are yon not Brothers ? 
Tho. | renounce him. 
Scar. Shalt not need. 
Tho, Give way - 
Scar, Have at thee» LM} 
lob. Who ſtirresꝰ which of you both, hath ſtrength within his arme, 
To wound his owne breſtꝰ who's ſo deſperate, 
To dam himſelfe, by killing ot himſelfe? 
2 not both one fleſh ? 
The, Hart give me way. 
Scar. Be not a barre betwixt us, or by my ſword 
Ile meete thy grave out · 
Job. O doe, for Gods ſake doe: 
Tis happy death, if I may die, and you 
Not murther one another: O doe but harken, 
W hen dus the Sunne and Moone, borne in one frame 
Contend, but they breed Earth-quakes in mens hearts? 
When any Starre prodigiouſly appeares, 
Tels it not fals of Kings, or fatall yeares7 
And then ,if Brothers fight, what may men thinks, * 
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Sinne growes ſo high, tis time the world ſhould ſinks ? 
Scar. My heart growes coole againe ; I wiſh it not · 
Tho. Stop not my furie, or by my life I ſweare, 
I will reveale the robbery we ha done, 
Andtake revenge on thee, 
That hinders me to takerevenge on him. 
Ieh. Lyeeld to that; but nere conſent to this: 
I ſball then die, as mine owne ſinne affords, 
Fall by the Law, not by my Brothers ſwords. 
The. Then by that light that guides me, here I vow, 
Die ſtraight to Sr. Jh Harcep, and make knowne 
We were the two that tobꝰd him · 
1h. Prethee doe. 
The. Sinne has his ſname, and thou ſhalt ha thy due. 
Teh. Thus have I ſhewne the nature of a Brother, 
Tho you haveproy'd unnaturall'to me. 
He's gone ia heate to publiſh out the theft, 
Which want, and your unkindnes, for'ft us to. 
If now I die, that death, and publicke ſhame, 
Is a Corliveto your ſoule, blot to your name. Exit. 
Scar. O tis too true, there's not a thought I thinke 
But mu? partake thy griefe, and drinke 
A reliſh of thy ſorrow and misfortune. 
With weight of others teares I am ote- borne; 
That ſcarce am Atlas to hold up mine one, 
And all too good forme ; A happy Creature 
In my Cradle, and have made my ſelfe 
The common curſe of man-kind, by my life: 
Vndone my Brothers, made them theeves for bread : 
And begot prety Children, to live beggets 
O Conſcience, how thou art ſtung to thinkevpon't « 
My Brothers unto ſhame, muſt yeeld their blood: 
My Babes at other Stirrops begge rheirtood ; 
Or elſe turne Theeves too, a *thoakt for't, 
Die a Dogs death, be pearch't upon à Tree; 
Hang d betwixt heavenand earth, as fit for neither: 
Thecurſe of heaven, that's due to reprobates , 
Deſcends upon my Brothers, and my Children, 
And I am Parent to it; I, I am Parent to its 


Exit. 


Exter 
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Enter Butler. 


But, Where are you, Sir? 

Scar, Why ſtateſt thou, what's thy haſte? 

But. Here's fellowes ſwarme like Flies to ſpeake with you. 

Scar, What are they? 

But. Snakes, I thinke Sir, for ay come with ſtings in their 
mouthes; and their tongues are turn'd to teeth too: They claw 
villanouſly ; they have eate up your honeſt name, and honourable 
Reputation by railing againſt you : and now they come to devoure 
your poſſeſſions. 

Scar. In plainer Enargy, what are they? ſpeake: 

But. Mantichoras, monſtrous beaſtes, enemies to man-kinde, 
that ha double rowes of teeth in their mouthes ; they are Vlurers , 

they come yawning for Money; and the Shetiffe with them, is come 
to ſerve an extent upon your Land, and then ceaſe on your body 

by force of Execution: they ha begitt the houſe round, 
Scar. Sothat the roofe our Anceſtors did build 
For their Sonnes comfort, and their Wives for Charitie, 
I dare not to out at. 
But, Beſides Sir, here's your poore Children, 
Scar. Poore Childrenthey are indeed. 
But, Come with Fire and W ater : Teares in their eyes , and bur- 
ning griefe in their hearts, and deſire to ſpeake with you. 
Scar, Heape ſorrow upon ſorrow - 

Tell me, are my Brothers gone to execution, 

For what I did? for every haynous ſinne, 

Sits on his ſoule, by whom it did beginne 

And ſo did theirs by me. Tell me withall, 

My Children eary moyſture in their eyes, 

W hoſe ſpeaking drops, ſay, Father, thus muſt we 

Aske our reliefe, or die with infamie; _. 

For you ha made us beggers, Yet when thy tale bas kil'd me, 

To give my paſſage comtart from this Rage, _ 

Say all was done, by Inforft Marriage: 

My Grave will then be welcome. 

But. What (hall we doe, Sit? 8 
Scar. Doe as the Divell dus; hate Panther · like man - kind: oP 
n 
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Andyet I lie; for Divels ſinners love, 
When men hate men, tho good, like ſomeaboye. | 
Enter Scarborowes wife Katharine, with two Children, 
But. Your wife's come in Sir. 
Scar. Thou lyeſt, I have nota wiſe : Nonecan be eal'd 
True Man and Wife, but thoſe whom Heaven inſtald. Say ? 
Kath. O my deare Husband. 
Scar You are very welcome: peace, weele ha complement. 
Who, are you Gentlewoman ? : 
Kath. Sir, your diſtreſſed wife ; and theſe your Children · 
Scar. Mine? Where? how begot ? 
Proove me by certaine inſtance that's divine, 
That I ſhould call them lawfull, or thee mine? 
Kath. Were wee not married, Sir? 
Scar. No; tho wee heard the words of Ceremony 
But had hands knit as Fellons that weare fetters 
Forſt upon them. For tell me woman, 
Did ere my Love with ſighs intreate t hee thine ? 


Did ever I in willing conference, 


Speake words made halfe with teares, that I did love thee? 
Or was I ever, but glad to ſee thee as all Lovers are? 
No, no; thou knowſt I was not. 
Kath, O mel 
But. The more'sthe pitie- 
Scar. But when Icameto Church, 1 did there Rand 
All water, whoſe forſt breath had drown'd my Land, 
Are you my wife , or theſe my ehildren? 
Why, tis impoſſible : for like the skies, 
Wichout the Sunnes light, ſo looke all your eyes; 
Darke, Clowdy, thicke, and full of heavineſſe, 
Within my Co „there was hope to ſee 
Me and my iſſues whe like our fathers; 
V/pholders of aur Countrey, all our life, 
Which ſbould ha bin, if I had wed a wife : 
W herenow, 
As dropping leaves in Autumne you looks all, 
And I that ſhould nphold — 6 to fall.” 
Kath. Twas, nor ſhall be my fault, Heaven beate me witneſſes 
Scar. Thou lyeſt; ſtrumpet thou Jyeſt : 3 
1 Ht 
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But, O Sir. 
Scar. Peace fawcieTacke, RrumperT ſay, thou lyeſt, 

For Wite of mine thou art not, — thele thy Baſtatcds 

Whom I b:gat of thee with this unreſt, 

T pat Baſtards b rue, are borne not tobe bl:ft. 

Kat. On me powre all your wrath;but not on them. 
Scar. On thee, and them for tis the end of tuft, 
To ſcour ge it ſriſe heaven ling ing to be juſt. 
Hatlor. 
Kat, Husband. 
Far. Baſtards. 
Child. Father. 
Bur. What heart not pitfes this ? 
Sca. Even in your cradle, you were accutſt of heaven, 

Thou an Adultreſſe in my matried armes: 

And they that made the match, Bawds to thy luſt : 

I now you hang the head ſhouldſt ha done ſo before, 

Ihen theſe had not been Baſtards thou a Whore» | 
But. I can brook*tno longer: Sir, you doe not well in this. 
Scar, Ha (lave- 

But.'Tis not the 2yme of Gentrie to bring forth, 

Such harſh unteliſht fruit unto their wives, 

And to their prety, prety children by my troth. 
Scar. How raicall ? 

But. Sir, l muſt tell you, your Progenitors, 

Two ofthe which theſe yeares were ſervam to, 

Had not ſuch milts before their underſtanding, 

Thus to behave themſelves» 

Scar. And youle conttoule me, Sir ? 

But, I. I will. 

Scar. You Rogue 

Bur. I, tis I will tell you, tis ungently done, 

Thus to detame your wife, abuſe your children: 

Wrong them you wrong your ſelſe; are they not yours ? 
Scar. Prety, prety impudence, in faith. 

Bat. Her whom you ate bound to love, to raile againſt ? 

Theſe whom you are bound to kee pe, to ſpurne like dogs? 

And you were not my ma ſtet, I would tell you · 


Scar. 
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Sear, What Nlave? ; 
But, Put up your Bird-ſpit : tut, I ſeare it not; 
In doing deeds ſo baſe, ſo vile as theſe, 
Tis but a kna,kna,kna.— - 
Scar. Rogue. 
But. Tut, how ſoever, tis a diſhoneſt part, 
And in defence of theſe, I throw-off dutie. 
Kat. Good Butler. 
But.Peace honeſt Miſtris, I will ſay y are wrong d, 
Proove it upon him, even in his Blood, his Bones, 
His Guts, his Ma w, his Throat, his Intrailes- 
Scar. You runnagate of threeſcore. 
But. Tis bettet than a knave of three and twenty · 
Scar. Patience be my Buck ler, 
As not to file my hands in villains blood: 
You Knave,Slave,Trencher-groome, 
Who is your Maſter 7 
But, You,if you were a Maſter: 
Scar. Off with your eat, then get you forth adores 
But. My Coat, Sir ? 
Scar. I, your Coat, Slave. 
Bur. Sſoot, when you hat, tis but a thred- bare coat; 
And there tis for you : know that I ſeorne 
To weare his Livery is ſo worthy borne, 
And lives ſo baſe a life old as I am, 
Ile rather be a Beggar,than your man: 
And there's your ſervice for you. 
Scar. Away, out of my doore: away · 
So, now your Champion's gone. 
Minx, thou hadſt better have gone quick to thy grave. 
Kat. O me | that am no cauſe of it- 
Scar. Then have ſubornd that Slave to lift his hand againſt me. 
Kat. O mee | what ſhall become of me ? 
Scar. Ile teach you trickes for this: ha you a Companion? 
Emer Butler. 
But. My heart not ſuffers mee to leave my honeſt Miſtris, and her 
prety Children. 
Scar. Ile marke thee for a Strumpet, and thy Baſtards. 
I 2 But 
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But. What will you doe ta them, fir ? 
Scar. The Diel Fin thy ſhape ? come backe agaive ? 
Jut. No, but an honeſt Servant, ſir, will take this Coat, 
And weare it with this Sword to ſafegard theſe, 
And pity them : and I am woe for you too ; 
but willnot ſuffer 
The Hu band Viper-like to prey on them 
That love him, and have cheriſht him, as theſe 
And they, have you- 
Scar. Slave. 
ut. Iwill out-humour you, 
Fight with you, and loſe my life, or thee 
Shall taſte no wrong, whom you are bound to love. 
Scar, Out of my doores ſlave. 
But. I will nor bat will tay and wearethis Coat, 
And doe you ſervicewhether you will ot no: 
Ie weare this Sword too, and be Champion, 
To fight for her, in ſpight of any man · 
Scar, You ſhall : you ſhall be my Maſter, firs 
But. No, ] deſire it not, 
Ile pay yow duty even upon my knee : 
But loſe my life, ere theſe oppreſt Ile ſee. 
Scar. Yes, goodman ſlave, you (hall be Mafter , 
Lie with my wife,and get more baſtards. Do,do,do. 
ar, O mee 
Scar, Turnes the World upſide downe, ä 
That Men orebeate their Maſters? It does, it does: 
For even as /«das ſold his Maſter Chriſt, 
Men buy and ſell their wives at higheſt price: 
What will you give me ? What will you give me ? 
What will you give mee? Exit, 
But, O Miſtris, my ſoule weepes, tho mine eyes be dry, 
To fee his fall, and your adverſitie | 
Some meanes I have left, which lle relieve you with: 
Into your Chamber, and if Comfortbea kinne 
To ſuch great griefe,comfort your Children, 
Kath, [thanke thee Butler; Heaven when he pleaſe, 
Send death unto the troubled,a bleſt eaſe. Exit with children. 
Rat. In- 
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Bat. Tntroth 1 know not if it bee good or ill, 
That with this endleſſe toyle I labour thus: 
Tis but the old times ancient Conſcience, 
That would do no man hurt, that makes me doo't : 
If ic be ſinne that I doe pitie theſe, 
If itbe ſinne I have reliev'd his Brothers, 
Have plaid the thiefe withthem to get theirfood, 
And made a luekleſſe marriage for his Siſter, 
Intended for her good, heaven pardon mee; 
But if ſo, I'me ſure they are greater ſinners, 
T hat made this match, and were unbappy men; 
For they cansrd all: and may head im pardon them. 


Enter Sir Williams Scarborow» 
Sir l. Who's within here? 
But. Sit William,kindly welcome. 
Sir Will, Where is my kinſman Scarborow ? 
But, Sooth,hee's within Sir, but not very well. 
Sir il. His ſickneſſe? 
But- The hell of ſickneſſe: troubled in his minde- 
Sir Will, 1 geſſe the eauſe of it; 
But cannot now intend to viſit him. 
Great buſineſſe for my Soveraigne haſtes me hence: 
Onely this Letter from his Lord and Guardian to him, 
W hoſe inſide (I doe geſſe) tends to his good, 
At my returne Ile ſee him: ſo farewell. Exit, 
But, Whoſe inſide (I doe geſſe) turnes to his good. 
Hee [hall not ſee it now then; for mens mindes 
Te plext like hit, are like Land-troubling-windes. 
Who have no gracious temp?r. 
Euter Iohni' Sedrborows 
John. O Butler. 6 
But, What's the fright now ; 
Toh. Helpe ſtraigbt, ot on the tree of ſhame, 
Wee both ſhall periſh for the robbery. 
But. What iſt reveal'd,man? 
1oh+ Not yet good Butler, onely my Brother Thomas | 
In ſpleene to me, that would not ſuffer him 
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To kill ourelder Brother had undone us, | 
Is riding now to Sir Joh» Harcep ſtraight, to diſcloſe it. 
But. Heart, who would robbe with ſucklings ? 
Where did you leave him? 
Iobn. Now taking Horſe to ride to Yorkſhire. 


Bat. Ile Ray hisjourney,leſt I meet a hanging. E xeunts 


Enter Scarborow, 

Scar. Ile parley with the Devill: I, I will, 

He gives his counſell freely; and the cauſe 

He for his Clients pleads, goes alwaies with them: 

He in my cauſe ſhall deale then: and lle aske him, 

Whether a Cormorant may have ſtuft Cheſts, 

And ſee his Brother ſtarve t why, heels ſay, I, 

Tie leſſe they give, the more I gaine —— * 

Enter Butter. 

Their ſoules, theit ſoules, their ſoules. 

How now Maſter ? Nay, you ate my Maſter: 

Is my wives ſheets warme? Does ſhee kiſſe well? 
But. Good Sir. 

Scar. Foh, mak t not ſtrange, for in theſe dayes, 
There's many men lie in theit maſters ſheets ; 

And fo may you in mine, and yet, Your buſineſſe, ſit? 
But. Theres one in civill habit, ſir would ſpeake with you: 
Scar, In civill habite ? 

But. Heis of ſeemely ranke,fir, and calls himſelfe 
by the name of Doctor Baxterof Oxford, 

Scar, That man undid me; be did bloſſames blow, 
Whoſe fruit prov'd poyſon,tho'twas good in ſhow : 
With him Ile parley, and diſrobe my thoughts 
Of this wilde phrenſie, that becomes me not · 

A Table, Candles, Stooles, and all things fit, 

I know he comes to chide me, and Ile heare him, 

With our ſad conference we will call up teares, 

Teach Doltors rules iuſtrutt ſucceeding yeares : 

Vſher him in: 

Heaven ſpare a drop from thence, where"s bounties throng, 

Give patience to my ſonle inſlame my tongue+ 


Enter 
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Enter Doattor, 

Do. Good Maſter Scarborow, 

Scar. You are molt kindly welcome,ſoath ye are, 

Delt.I have important buſineſſe to deliver you. 

Scar. And I have leaſure to attend your heating. 

Do#. Sir, you know I married you. 

Scar. I know you did, Sir. 

Doc. At which you promiſed both to God and men 
Your life unto your Spouſe ſhould be like ſnow, 
That falls tocomfort,and not to overthrow : 

And lo ve unto your iſſue ſhould be like 
The dea of heaven that hurts not, tho it ſtrike, 
When heaven and men did witneſſ: and record, 
Twas an eternall oth, no idle word : : 
Heaven being pleaſdthet with. hleſt you with children 
And at heavens bleſſings, all good men rejoyce- 
So that Gods Chaire and Fot ftoole, heaven and earth, 
CNVade offering at your Nuptials,as a knot, 
To minde you of your vom; O breake it not. 

Scar. Tis very true. 

Dodd. Now fir, from this your Oath and Band, 
Faiths pledge, and ſeale of conſcience you ha tun, 
Broken all contracts, and the forfeiture, 

Juſtice hath now in ſuit againſt your ſoule, 
Angels are made the Jurors, who ate witneſſes 
Vnto the oath you tooke,and God himfelfe, 
Maker of Marriage, he thai ſeaſd the deed, 

As a firme Leaſe unto you, during life, 

Sits now as Judge of your tranſgreſſion, 

The worl 1 inſorme i againſt you with this voice, 
If ſuch ſinnes raigne, what Mortal: can reioyce. 

Sear. What then enlaes to mee? 

Det. A heavy doome, whoſe executions 
Now ſetv d upon your Conſeience, that ever 
You ſhall feeleplagues, which time ſhal not diſſever: 
As in a Map your eyes ſee all your liſe, 

Bad words, worſe deeds. falſe oathes, and all the iniuries, 
You ha done unto your ſoule; then comes your Wiſe, 
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Full of woes drops, and yet as full cf pity : ; 
Who tho ſhe ſpeakes ops her — x. ſwords, 
That cut your heart · ſtrings: and then your children . 
Scar. O oho, ho. 
Doct. Who, what they cannot ſay,talke in their lookes ; 
Jou have made us up but as miſ-fortunes Booke ., 
W hom other men may reade in, when preſently, 
Taskt by your ſelfe, you are not like a thiefe, 
Aſtonied — accuſ d; but ſcorcht with griefe- 
Scar, I, I. I. 
Dec. He te ſtands your wives teares- 
Scar. Where? 
Doc. And you fry for them:here lie your childrens wants · 
Scar. Heere? | 
Doc, For which you pine, in conſcience burne, 
And wiſh you had been better pr nere borne. 
Scar. Does all chis happen to a wretch like mee? 
Doct. Both this, and morſe: your ſoule eternally 
Shalllive is torment tho the body die. 
Scar. I ſhall ha need of drinke then, Butler. 
Doct. Nay all your ſinnes are on your Children laid, 
For the offences that the Father made. 
Scar. Are they ir? 
Doc. Be ſure they are. 
Star Baer Emer Butler. 
But. Sir? 
Scar. ce, fetch my wife and children hither. 
But, Iwill Sir. 
Scar Ile reade a Lecture to the Doctor too, hee's a Divine; 
I, hee's a Divine. 

But. I ſee his minde is ttoubled, and have made bold with duty to 
reade a Letter tending to his good, have made his brothers friends: 
Both which I will conceale till better temper · 

He ſends me for his wife and children; ſhall I fetch them 
Scar. Hee'sa Divine; and this Divine did marry mee : 
That's good, that's good. 
Doc, Maſter Searberow. 
Scar. Ile be. with you ſtraight, Sir. 


* 
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But. Iwill obey him 
If any thing doth happen that is ill, 
Heaven beare me record tis ag ainſÞs Butlers will. 
Scar. And this Divinedid marry me, 
W hoſe tongue ſhould be the key to open truth, 
As Gods Embaſladour : Deliver, deliver, deliver · 
Doct. Maſter Scarborow, 14 
Scar. Ile be with you ſtraight, ſir: 
Salvation to afflicted Conſciences, 
And not give torment to contemted minds, 
Who ſhould be Lampes to comfort out our way, 
And not like Fire- drobeiſo lead men aſtray : 
I, lle be with you ſtraight, Sir Enter Butler. 
But. Here's your wife and children, fir . 
Scar. Give way then; 
I ha my Leſſon perfect: leave us here. 
But. Ves, Iwill goe; but I will be ſo neere, 
To hinder that miſhap, the which I feare- 
Doct. Now fir, you know this Gentiewoman ? 
Kind Miſtris Scarborow, 
Scar. Nay,pray you keep your ſear;for you ſhal heare- 
Theſame affliction you ha taught me, feare, 
Due to your ſelfe- 
Doct. To me, Sir? 
Scar. To you, ſir- 
You mateht me to this Gemle woman. 
Doct;z I know did. ſir. 
Scar. And you will ſay ſhe is my wife, then. 
Doct. | hareaſon,fir;becauſe I married you. 
Scar, O, that ſueh tongues ſhoutd ha the time to lie 
Who teach men how to live. and how to die: 
Did not you know my ſoule had given my Faith - 
In contract to another; und yet you N 
Would ioyne this Loome unto umaw full Twiſtes. 
Ded. Sir. f 
Scar. But ſit: you that can ſee a mote within my eye, 
And with a Caſſocke, blinde your one defects, 
Ile teach you this, tis better to doe ill, 
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Thats never knowne to us, then of ſelſe will: 
And theſe allt heſe, in thy ſeducing ce, 
A ſcorning life mabe em be glad 10 dic. 

Doct, Maſter Scarborow, 

Scar. Here will I write, that they wich marry wives 
Valawfull,live with Sttumpets all their lives. 
Here will Iteale, the children that are borne 
From wombes unconſecrate even when their ſoule 
Has her intuſion,it regiſters they are foule, 
And ſhrinkes to dwell with them. and inmycloſe, 
Iieſhew the world, that ſuch abortive men, 
Knit hands, without free tongues, looke red like them 
Stand Jou and pon to alli moſt Tragicall, 
Heaven has dric ener, when ſin makss ſrnners fall, 

Doct, Helpe Maſter Scatborow - 

Child. Father. 

Kath, Husband. 

Scar. Theletor thy act ſhould die, ſhe for my Clæe, 
W hoſe wounds tare thus upon me for revenge. 
Theſe to berid from miſery, this from ſinne, 
And thou thy ſelte ſhalt have a puſh amongſt em, 
Ihat made heavens word a —— to thy tongue. 
Quotelt Scripture to make evill ſhine like good, 
And as 1 ſend you thus with wormes todwell, 
Angels applaud it as adeed done well, Enter But. 

But. ſtay him, ſtay him. 

What will you doe, ſir? 

Scar, Makefat wormes of ſl inking carkaſſes, 
What haſt thou to doe with it ? 

Enter Ilford & his wife the two Brothers, and ſir 
William Scarborow. 

But, Looke who are here, ſi n. 

Scar, Iniurious villen, that prevent me il. 

Bur» They ate your brothers and allyance, ſir. 

* Sca.They are like ful ordnancethen, who onee diſehargd 

A farre off give warning to my ſoule, | 
That I have done them wrong. 


Sur Will, K inſman. 
Brot her 
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Brother and Siſter, Brother, Nie 3 85 5 ? 
Kath. Husband. 0 TY 
Child. Father. | Y 
Scar, Harke how their words like Bullets ſhoot me thorow 
And tell, I have undon'em : this fide might fay, 
We ate in want, and you are the cauſe of it.. 
This points at me,y're ſhame unto your houſe; 
This tongue ſates nothing, but hor lookes doe tell, 
Sheet married but as thoſe that live in hell: 
Wherebyall eyes are but misfortunes pipe, 
Fild full of woe by mee : this feeles tha y 
But. Yet lookeSir, Tr 1nd | 
Heere's your Brothers hand in hand, whom I ha knit ſo. 
Wife, Andlooke (ir, heeres my husbands hand in mine, 
And I reioyce in him, and he in me. 
Sir Will. I ſay, Cuz, what's paſt, is the way to bliſſe, 
For they know beſt to mend, that know amiſſe» + _, 
Kath. We kneele: forget, and ſay, if you but love us, 
You gave us griefe, for future happineſle. B 
Scar. What's all this to my Conſcience ? 
But. Eaſe,promiſe of ſucceeding ioy to you: 
Reade but this Letter · 
Sir Will. VVhieh tells you, that your Lord and Guardian's dead. 
But. VVhich tells you that he knew he did you wrong, 
VVas grieved for't, and for ſatis faction, 
Hath given you double of the wealth you had. 
Bro. Inereaſt our Portions, 
Hife. Given me a Nowry too. 
But. And that he knew, 
Your ſinne was his, the puniſhment his due. 
Scar. All this is heere : 
Is heaven ſo gracious to ſinners then 
Zur. Heaven is, and tias his gracious eyes, 
To give men life, not like intrapping ſpies, 
Scar, Your — 47 0 my ſoule, to you a kiſſe ; * 
Introth I am ſorry 1 ha ſtrayd amiſle - 
To whom ſhall I be thankefall All Glent 2 
None ſpeake ? whiſt · why then to God, 
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That gives men Comfort, as he gives his Rod : © 
Your Portions Ile ſee paid, and I will love you 
You three lle live withall : my ſoule ſhall love you: 
You are an honeſt ſeryarit; ſooth you tre: 

To whom; l, theſe, and alfmuſt pay amends; 

But you, I will admoniſh ineoole tertnes, 

Let not promotions hope be ai a ſtring, 

To tie your tongue, or let it looſe to fog. | 

Doct. From hence, it ſhall not,fir- : ay 

Scar. Then husbandsthus-ſhalt noriſh with their wives. K. 

Tf. As thou and 1 will, weneh. 

Scar. Brothers in brotherly love, thus linke together. /mbrace, 
Children and ſervants pay their duty, thus: Bow and kneele, 
And all are plead ? 

All, VVe are, 

Scar, Then if all theſe be ſo, 
I am new wed,ſo ends old Martiage- 
And in your eyet, ſo lowingly being wed, 
We hope your hands will bring as to our Bed. 


